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Go forth ; and, if to live and roam 

A little while amidst my race, 
Some blessing bear to every home 
That gives to thee a place. 

But, if a different fate to see, 

And kindly welcome meet from none, 
This hope at least shall solace me ; 
Thou hast well servM one. 
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ANNUS SANCTUS; 

OR, 

AIDS TO HOLINESS FOR EVERY DAY IN 

THE YEAR. 



Jamraru 1. 

LITTLE THINGS. 

THE flower is small that decks the field 
The bee is small that bends the flower ; 
Yet flower and bee alike may yield 
Food for a thoughtful hour. 

Essence and attributes of each 

For various ends profound combine ; 
And all they are, and all they teach, 
Springs from the Mind Divine. 

These " Aids," too, each a little thing, 
If used, and felt, and pondered well. 
To thee, my fellow-man, may bring 
What tongue shall never tell. 

Is there who scometh little things ? 
As wisely might he scorn to eat 
The food that bounteous autumn brings 
In little grains of wheat 

l-l^ I B 



LITTLE THINGS. 



Methinks, indeed, that such an one 

Few pleasures upon earth will find ; 
Where well-nigh every good is won 
From little things combined. 

The lark, that in the morning air 

Amid the sunbeams mounts and sings ; 
What lifted her so lightly there ? 
Small feathers in her wings. 

What form, too, then the beauteous dyes 

With which all nature oft is bright ; 
Meadows and streams, woods, hills, and skies .'* 
Minutest waves of light 

And when the earth is sere and sad 
From summer's over-fervid reign. 
How is she in fresh beauty clad ? 
By little drops of rain. 

So of the robe that nature weaves ; 

Whence does it every robe surpass ? 
From little flowers, and little leaves, 
And little blades of grass. 

Yea, ev^n this life we hold so dear ; 
Of what does it in truth consist ? 
Of moments, which soon form a year. 
Whence myriads scarce were missed. 

So hath it been ; and still, alas ! 

In this new year will moments speed, 
That few will value as they pass. 
Or, wisely using, heed ! 



NEW YEAR AND NEW LIFE. 

And yet, upon these moments small, 

Ah, who shall rate how much depends, 
Muse as he may, that ponders all 
The life which never ends ? 

O sure, who scorneth little things. 

Had he no thoughts of folly born, 
Far above all that round him springs, 
His little self would scorn. 

Jamrarij 2. 

NEW YEAR AND NEW LIFE. 

DAY by day, and year by year. 
Still we onward go : 
Swift the course appears when past. 
Oft, while passing, slow. 

Countless changes, griefs, and joys, 

Now are left behind ; 
All designed in love, and yet. 

All with sins combined ! 

Lord, I bless Thee for the good : 

It was Thine alone : 
In Thy grace forgive the ill : 

It was all mine own. 

With the new year give new life : 

Let its course be strewed 
With Thy choicest blessings. Lord, 

Wakening only good ; 

Moving both my heart to love, 
And my tongue to praise ; 

And with holiest thoughts and deeds 
Filling all its days. 



SOWING FOR ETERNITY. 

But — I may not see its close : 

Lord, if that should be, 
Let me see what closeth not, 

Rest in heaven with Thee. 

Jantraru 3. 

SOWING FOR ETERNITY. 

MAN may sow for fruits of time. 
Fields and plots at seasons rare 
For the eternal fruits sublime. 
When he will, and every where. 

And of these, let none forget, 
Who would largely reap above. 

He his heart must firmly set 
On abounding Trust and Love. 

Source of all ! by quickening thought 
On Thy goodness and Thy power. 

Bless the new year time hath brought. 
With Thy choicest, holiest dower. 

Move us, Lord, at morn to sow, 
Nor at eve withhold our hand ; 

And give thence the fruit to go 
With us to the goodly land. 

Let Thy beams around us shine ; 

Shed the soft dews and the showers : 
Praise and glory shall be Thine ; 

Joy and gratitude be ours. 

We will love Thee, O our God ! 

Serve, delight in Thee, adore, 
Till we reach Thy blest abode ; 

Then be Thine for evermore ! 



THE WHOLE FAMILY IN HEAVEN AND EARTH. 

January *• 

NEARER HOME. 

NEARER and nearer Home, 
Upon my onward way ! 
O Father, grant me thus to feel 
In each new year and day. 

No faithless grief be mine 
O'er youth or pleasures past ; 
Nor yet that speedily the morn 
Must break that is my last. 

But, rather, peaceful trust. 
That soon, so soon above, 
All good will live, all evil die. 
In deepest, holiest love. 

O Father, hear my prayer ; 
And, let me rest or roam, 
Give me to feel, in grief or weal, 
Nearer and nearer Home. 

Xunxx&ty^ 5. 

THE WHOLE FAMILY IN HEAVEN AND 

EARTH. 

ONE family thro' grace divine. 
In spirit one with God ! 
Should we not all our strains combine, 
The Great and Good to laud ? 

One family in earth and heaven ! 

O heart-uplifting thought ! 
Whom one kind Father life hath given, 

And by one Spirit taught ! 



THE VOICE WITHIN. 



One family till time shall end, 

Whatever events betide ; 
So linked no power the bond shall rend, 

Nor death itself divide ! 

One family when grief, and sin. 
And fear and death be o'er, 

In one bright Home above, wherein 
Is union evermore ! 

O God and Father, make us one 

In holy, sweet accord, 
Even as Thou art with Thy Son, 

Our blest redeeming Lord ! 

Iwatxw^ 6. 

THE VOICE WITHIN. 

CONSCIENCE softly whispers ; 
Pleads with gentle breath : 
Listen and obey her, 
O my soul, till death. 

Never plead against her ; 

She will but be dumb : 
Count her wise, revere her ; 

Boundless good will come : 

Peace serene and holy, 

Love that chases fear, 
Hope of joy in heaven, 

Foretastes of it here. 

^od too yet shall give her 
More and more of light ; 
^^» in His good season. 
Error endeth quite. 



JESUS WEPT. 

Then the ways so pleasant 
Thou shalt never miss ; 

Every path that lures thee 
Still shall yield thee bliss. 

Hour by hour, then, listen 

To the gentle breath 
Of the voice within thee, 

O my soul, till death. 

Jamr«ru 7. 

JESUS WEPT. 

THERE are some hours, my Saviour, when 
The truth is more than ever dear, 
That Thou who shedd'st Thy blood for men, 
For men couldst shed a tear. 

The drops upon Thy pierced side 
, Tokens of love untold supply ; 
But pity is, methinks, descried 
Best in Thy tearful eye. 

The one proclaims that Thou couldst bear 

For man in death to agonize ; . 
The other, that with human care 
Thy heart can sympathize. 

Thy love is like the noontide beams. 

Overpowering oft with glorious light ; 
Thy pity, like the softer gleams 
Shed from the eye of night. 

Thy love illumes and cheers the soul. 

That heavenward mounts with fearless trust; 
Thy pity whispers to console 
The mourner in the dust. 



SLOW GROWTH IN KNOWLEDGE. 

O, oft, until I soar on high, 

Afar from griefs, and cares, and fears, 
May faith discern with grateful eye 
My Saviour moved to tears ! 



January 8. 

SLOW GROWTH IN KNOWLEDGE. 

I WILL not mourn that I must slowly learn, 
And all that waits my search shall com- 
pass never ; 
But rather, gladly, thankfully discern 
The glorious hope that I shall learn for ever. 

I will not mourn that I must strive so hard. 
To make at best but little progress here : 
The powers that cope with what I feel retard 
May thus be strengthened for their destined 
sphere. 

No force of age or death shall stay the growth 
Of mind or knowledge in the light of heaven ; 
And O, what greatness and what bliss through 

both 
May thus by Love omnipotent be given ! 

O Father, grant that I may ever grow 

In blest acquaintance with Thy works and 

Thee ; 
And I will joy advancement must be slow^ 
Of which the lifetime is eternity. 



8 



CAST THY BURDEN ON THE LORD. 

Jatmaru 9. 

CAST THY BURDEN ON THE LORD. 

HOW kind our Father's voice ! 
All may draw near in prayer, 
Cast down their burden at His feet, 
And meekly leave it there. 

His wisdom orders all, 
His power not less controls. 
His love makes all things work for good 
To trusting, loving souls. 

O bless His Holy Name 
On each returning day ; 
And, strong to do and bear His will. 
Go calmly on your way. 

Sorrows, and fears, and cares. 
But waste the heart and mind ; 
While they who humbly rest in God 
Both strength and comfort find. 

He grants their spirits peace. 
And so He gives them power ; 
For still with peace comes mighty love, 
O-ur greatest, holiest dower. 

O hear then, all, His voice ; 
Draw near with praise and prayer ; 
Cast down your burden at His feet ; 
And meekly leave it there. 



OUR ONLY REST. 

lurnxm^ 10. 

SEASONAL BEAUTY. 

BEAUTY freshly buds in Spring ; 
Through the Summer blooms and grows ; 
Autumn shows her ripening 

Where the rich-hued woodland glows. 

If in Wintertide she sleep, 

Sweetly smiles she in her dreams ; 

And not least in slumbers deep ; 

Lo, the snow-wreaths and the streams ! 

Lord, whose grace the power imparts 
Beauty to perceive and prize, 

Through all seasons in our hearts 
Grant adoring thoughts may rise. 

Teach us in the wondrous round 
More and more Thy love to see ; 

And, with answering love profound, 
Ceaseless praises breathe to Thee. 

Jamrarg XX. 

OUR ONLY REST. 

I THANK Thee, Lord, that save in Thee 
No rest is found beneath the skies : 
So be it. Lord, and ever be, 
Till to her home my spirit rise ! 

Not fondest love can rest afford. 

Nor high esteem amidst our kind. 
Nor rank, nor fame, nor golden hoard, 
^ Nor wide domain, nor all combined. 

zo 



POSSIBLE CHANGE. 



Did this suffice ta bless an hour, 
'Tis here to-day, to-morrow past ; 

While needs the soul a seraph's dower, 
Secure, and felt secure, as vast. 

The utmost height of earthly bliss 
Itself not seldom wakens fear ; 

And O, how much, apart from this, 
Declares no home, no rest is here ! 

My God, my Father, strengthen me 
On faith and love's glad wings to rise ; 

And more and more to rest in Thee ; 
Till rest be perfect in the skies. 

Jamrarg X2. 

POSSIBLE CHANGE. 

HOW soon what now we lightly prize. 
Freedom from bitter grief or pain. 
Might grow thrice precious in our eyes. 
And then — be craved in vain ! 

How soon, beneath the heavy change. 

Might cares, that now too oft perplex, 
All trivial seem, and passing strange 
Their power, then gone, to vex ! 

Or do some earthly joys we know 

Elate, delight, engross the heart ? 
How soon might all, like clouds that glow 
With eve's rich hues, depart ! 

To-morrow, or perhaps to-day. 

Ere fades the sunlight, this might be ; 
And good, once passed for aye away. 
Oft deepens misery. 
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THE BEAUTY OF HOLINESS. 

O earth, whose pleasures come and go ; 

Where none are sure, few long possest ; 
Shall we still cling to thee, as though 
'Twere thine to give us rest ? 

Be wiser, O my soul, and rise 

To high, secure, eternal things ; 
Live in the light of blissful skies ; 
Rest in the King of kings. 

Jsuusrn 13. 

THE BEAUTY OF HOLINESS. 

SO fond is Nature of the beautiful. 
She freezes not a leaf, or blade of grass. 
On the moist marge of loneliest brook or pool, 
But Art's most perfect form she doth surpass. 

Unnumbered shapes her viewless fingers 

mould. 
As she delighted in her own sweet powers ; 
Or would to all who love her haunts unfold 
Her skill to deck the everlasting bowers. 

Who would not seek those beauteous bowers 

on high ? 
Where is the heart that yearns not for its 

home i 
O thou who mournest with a tear or sigh 
That oft 'tis thine in weariness to roam ; — 

Wouldst thou ascend to where all beauty 

glows. 
The gazing eye, the loving heart to bless ? 
Learn first the happiness the bosom knows, 
That loves the beauty here of holiness. 

13 



ACCEPT THY CONDITION. 

ACCEPT THY CONDITION. 

ACCEPT thy condition : assigned thee in 
love, 
Tis a link in a chain without end ; 
And none, save its all-seeing Author above. 
Knows how to thy good it shall tend. 

To the present a past unbeginning hath led ; 

Now infinite ages remain ; 
Thy little life here like an arrow is sped : 

Canst thou the eternal explain ? 

O trust, 'mid the darkness thou canst not 
dispel, 
In the goodness no mortal can sound ; 
And believe that the darkness shall bless 
thee as well 
As the light which shall yet break around. 

There are flowerets that open and bloom in 
the shade ; 
There are songs that enchant in the night ; 
There are graces that grow not nor spring but 
by aid. 
Which could not be granted in light. 

Then be it the prayer of thy lips and thy 
heart, 
Till the course full of changes be run, 
And darkness be scattered, and shadows de- 
part. 
Thy will, O my Father, be done ! 
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THE FINAL CHANGE. 

TO quit for aye this world of pain, 
Of sickness, death, and sin. 
Of fear, and doubt, and care, and feel 
The immortal life begin ; — 

Each ill yet Icnown to leave below, 

And none to find above. 
In that pure heaven where God is seen, 

And all is sinless love ; — 

O shall it be ? In very deed 
Wilt Thou accord me this ? 

Shall I, Thy frail, unworthy child. 
Soon be at home in bliss ? 

My God, the very hope is blest 

Of good so vast from ill ; 
And O, do Thou who giv'st it now, 

In Thine own time fulfil. 



Xaaaery 16. 

THE GAYEST AND SADDEST. 

MAN is the gayest and the saddest too 
Of all the creatures that on earth 
abound ; 
None laugh but he, or smile, whate'er they 

see ; 
None weep so bitterly o'er ills profound. 



HEAVEN. 

Then, for his wants, how manifold are they ! 
Compared with his, how few another knows, 
Of humbler grade, 'mid all that Heaven hath 

made ! 
His wants are yet more numerous than his 

woes. 

Yet wants and woes, sweet smile and merry 

laugh. 
Declare him to the eye that rightly sees, 
On this wide earth the loftiest of birth, 
Formed to be loved the most, and most to 

please. 

O Lord our God, forgive these erring hearts ! 
Too oft we mourn what best Thy grace dis- 
plays ; 
And oft the worst in our esteem is first 
To waken penitence and joy and praise. 

Jatmarn 17. 

HEAVEN, 

PURER than earth when wreathed with 
stainless snow. 
Lovelier than when her vernal blooms unfold, 
Brighter than when her fields of summer 

glow, 
More rich than autumn's mingling green and 
gold. 

How fair, how blest the Paradise above. 
Where saints and seraphs, in the radiant light 
Of their Creator's smile, on wings of love. 
Yield ceaseless service with unwearied flight ! 
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THE VALE OF WOE. 



Fear comes not there, and grief no place can 

find ; 
Through that bright host no thought of strife 

is known ; 
For each to each sweet bonds of union bind, 
And all are linked to the eternal Throne. 

God, prepare me for those bowers on high ! 

1 too would serve Thee there : I would not 

roam 
For ever far away ; but see Thee nigh, 
And know and praise Thee in that beauteous 

Home. 

January X8. 

THE VALE OF WOE. 

WHO often styles his life below 
A dreary waste, or vale of woe 
Doth very much to make it so. 

For scarcely can his speech be free 
From sin, or more with praise agree 
Than plaints of grief with songs of glee. 

O rather say, and feel, that life. 
Although with pains and perils rife, 
■^s yet through all a glorious strife ;— 

A strife for good, which thought transcends, 
p sinless realms where all are friends, 
Partaking bliss that never ends. 

Cou Tvr ^^^^^ *^st each day begin ; 

And fip-ht ^''^""'^' complaint a sin ; 
s"t as one resolved to wm : 
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JOY IN GOD. 

Resolved to win through grace divine ; 
To keep hope bright, whatever decline ; 
Till death be gain, since heaven is thine. 

Jatmarn X9. 

JOY IN GOD. 

O REJOICE in God, my spirit ; 
Trust Him, love, and laud ; 
Daily muse upon His goodness ; 
O rejoice in God ! 

Well-nigh silent on His sorrows. 

Promising His peace, 
Jesus teacheth His redeemed 

Griefs and plaints to cease. 

Day^s bright sun is His best image ; 

Prince of Peace, His name ; 
With glad tidings of salvation 

To the lost He came. 

Oft, indeed, a Man of Sorrows, 

Yet, rejoicing still. 
With His peace He loves to bless us, 

With His joy to fill. 

Taught by Him, His great apostle 

Bids each heart be glad ; 
Not to look on life as worthless. 

Or as dark and sad. 

Joy to him was as a blossom 

From a root of love ; 
Eyes he felt were not for weeping. 

Which could look above. 
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THE STARRY SKIES. 



He could see beyond the portal, 

Darkly closing strife, 
Rest divine and Love immortal, 

In the Light of Life. 

O rejoice in God, my spirit ; 

Trust Him, love, and laud ; 
Daily muse upon His goodness ; 

O rejoice in God ! 



THE STARRY SKIES. 

IF, in the brightness of the day, 
A glittering world hath lured astray, 
I thank Thee, Lord, that every star 
That twinkles in the skies afar, 
Recalls me with its softer light. 
To muse upon my home at night. 

To muse in faith upon a home 

Which seems to chide that I should roam 

In chase of shadows here below. 

As earth could aught so fair bestow ; 

And O, what is there, or could be, 

Lovely as faith on high may see ? 

If all things pure I seek, the clear 

Blue concave whispers, — " They are here ; " 

From tumult would I haste afar } 

Each softly bright and beauteous star 

That smiles on me with tranquil eye, 

Reminds me, '* Peace is in the sky." 
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GOD IS LOVE. 

If dear as endless life be love, 
And, as with pinions of a dove, 
Where'er her place of rest may be, 
Thither my ravished soul would flee ; 
Again breathes forth each gentle light, 
" It only asks an upward flight^' 

O ! oft at nightfall when I roam, 
My heart shall muse upon my home ; 
Still oftener shall my prayer ascend, 
That Thou in mercy, Lord, wouldst lend 
Each heavenly grace that may prepare 
My spirit for a home so fair. 

Jamraru 21. 

GOD IS LOVE. 

LET every voice for praise awake ; 
Let every heart the joy partake ; 
And with this truth sweet music make ; 
Our God is Love. 

Uncounted gifts from day to day. 
One great hope lighting all our way 
Through His dear Son, bid each to say, 
Our God is Love. 

How strong these words from heaven to cheer. 
To kindle love, to banish fear. 
And all things high and pure endear ! 
Our God is Love. 

O Father, when the night is nigh 
That veils for ever earth and sky, 
Be this the hearths last melody. 
Our God is Love. 
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LOVE TRUTH, AND SEEK IT. 

Then, when the brief low strain is o'er. 
This truth divine shall with us soar, 
And make sweet music evermore ; 
Our God is Love. 

LOOK UP AND TRUST. 

LOOK up and trust : if all be lost, 
As though in utter night. 
Sweet spring succeeds to storm and frost. 
And darkness ends in light. 

Look up and trust : if o'er the earth 

Gloom as of death be spread. 
All, all is left of endless worth. 

And heaven is overhead. 

There dwells thy God : He bids thee hope. 

Not fear, if true and just ; 
And, with whatever 'tis thine to cope, 

Still to look up and trust 

But soon shall heaven be all around ; 

And then, O child of dust. 
In thine ear never more shall sound 

The voice, — Look up and trust. 
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LOVE TRUTH, AND SEEK IT. 

OVE truth and seek it with resolved will, 



And spirit free ; 
But reverently ; and trust devoutly still, 
Whatever thou see. 
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HOW TO FORGIVE. 

That God is good, count clear as the orb of 
noon 

In cloudless skies ; 
And to that knowledge let thy love attune 

Sweet melodies. 

That truth is good, and best promoteth good, 

Hold not less clear : 
^Twill, if believed, and rightly understood, 

All truth endear. 

O search, and cease not, till the work be done 

Which God hath given : 
Then wake : and see for ever in the Sun 

That lighteth heaven. 



HOW TO FORGIVE. 

WOULDST thou quite forgive thy 
brother, 
Quenching all with love at strife ? 
Weigh his heritage of nature ; 
Weigh whatever shapeth life ; — 

Training, kinship, rank, example, 
Wealth or want, and much unknown. 

Which had forces none could measure. 
Were the life they swayed his own. 

Nor forget how prone to error 

Is the heart in rating wrong ; 
And how wrong grows dark and darker. 

If we brood upon it long. 
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SURE PRESAGES. 

More than all, thy Saviour's teaching 
And long-suffering mark and weigh ; 

With what thou hast asked of Heaven, 
It may be, from day to day. 

Then be strong to serve thy brother ; 

If thou mayest, serve him well : 
And what peace divine will follow 

Thou shalt know, but none shall tell. 

O ! to be thyself forgiven 

Of thy God, nor doubt His love ! 

Seek thou this ; and share the heaven. 
Here below, of saints above. 



SURE PRESAGES. 

THIS conscious aim, this ceaseless disci- 
pline. 
These fears, cares, hopes, about futurity, 
This quenchless thirst some higher good to 
win, — 
Is all, all vain ; and shall I cease to be ? 

These questing thoughts, these swelling tides 
and floods 
Of feeling vague and dim, on things unseen. 
In crowds, alone, at home, in fields and 
woods. 
On mountains wild and drear, in vales 
serene, 
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ILLUMED WITHIN. 



Wherever I roam or rest, by night or day ; — 
O, can it be that darkness will descend 

On all ere long, and that shall pass away 
In which alone they spring and move and 
blend ? 

A voice within, and earth, and skies above, 
Declare it shall not, nay, it cannot be : 

There is, there is, my soul, a God to love ; 
There is, there is a blest eternity ! 



ILLUMED WITHIN. 

ILLUMED within, let all without 
Be dark as utter night, 
The heart can make sweet melody 
In its own secret light. 

Illumed within, a shrine of peace, 

A temple of the Lord ! 
What higher good, ere breaks the day, 

Can heavenly love accord } 

Art thou, my spirit, favoured thus t 
Death, that would quench thy light. 

Shall be but as the wintry blast 
That makes the flame more bright. 

Then — ^bliss complete ! — set wholly free 
From fear, from doubt, from sin, 

In heaven, by heaven's eternal Sun, 
For aye illumed within ! 
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REMORSE AT THE GRAVE. 

Jamrarff 27. 

TRUTH AND DOUBT. 

THE true-hearted lover of Truth 
Shall find all he needs, and grow strong ; 
And often, when wronged without ruth, 
In secret shall praise with a song. 

If fearful at seasons through doubt, 

Yet, surely as Love is on high, 
And knows every spirit devout. 

No danger, no evil is nigh. 

Ah, would we more tenderly dealt 
With doubt that is yearning for light ! 

Ah, would we more sympathy felt 
With error that seeks to be right ! 

Tis by the warm heart that we live ; 

By no cold belief in the mind ; 
And true love to God may he give. 

Whom many yet rank with the blind. 

O doubt not the lover of Truth 

Shall find all he needs and grow strong ; 
And often, when wronged without ruth, 

In secret shall praise with a song. 

Immmng^ 28. 

REMORSE AT THE GRAVE. 

WHEN bending o er the grave of all 
Now left of one exceeding dear, 
And still the silent tear will fall, 

O bitterly will fall the tear. 
If by the loved one that we mourn 
Unkindness oft was meekly borne ! 
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TO A REDBREAST IN WINTER. 

Stern memory then will rend the breast 
Ev'n more than doth the present corse ; 

And hard the grief to lull to rest 
Bom of affection and remorse ! 

Each patient look, each soft reply. 

Will live to waken agony. 

Tis Nature's justly chastening rod 

For violated holy love ; 
Or rather say, 'tis nature's God 

Still warning from His throne above, 
That vengeance dies not though it sleep, 
And he that soweth tears must reap. 

Then, looking on the loved one now, 
Forget not that the loved may die ; 

And ever, ere in anger thou 

With tears bedim affection's eye. 

Think, think how bitterly thine own 

Will fall, if thou shouldst weep-— alone ! 

TO A REDBREAST IN WINTER. 

LITTLE suffices thee, small minstrel gay : 
While all is cold and cheerless on the 
ground, 
Enough fiiat thou canst flit from spray to 
spray, 
And trill thy slender melodies around. 

Methinks the crimson colour of thy breast 
Well speaks the fervour of the heart it bears: 

Thou hast no cares o'er winter's snowy vest. 
Or deemest praise a remedy for cares. 
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DEPARTED FRIENDS. 

Thy grateful gladness ev'n for scanty food 
Seems as it warmed thee, spite of frost 
and snow ; 
And so, while others on their sorrows brood, 
Thy voice is blithe, though it must needs 
be low. 

There are who learn of thee, and so would I : 
Unmurmuring would I pass my changeful 
days; 

Each good increasing by a grateful eye. 
Each ill abating by a song of praise. 

O help me, Thou from whom all virtues flow ; 

Help me, O Father, who art present here. 
Blessing the redbreast 'mid the winter's snow, 

And me well-pleased his little song to hear. 

Jamrarg: 60. 

DEPARTED FRIENDS. 

OUR dead may not be far away, 
Though hidden from our sight ; 
Not farther than the opening day 
Is from the closing night. 

If living friends oft nearer seem, 
Because their forms we see. 

The friends we miss, and distant deem. 
As near in truth may be. 

O Father, if it be Thy will 
Our sainted lost should come, 

As love may prompt, to visit still, 
Unseen, their former home ; — 

26 



THE PRINCE OF PEACE. 



If now, with power to search the breast, 

Not less than scan the life, 
They watch with heaven-born interest 

Our hopes and fears and strife ; — 

O grant that they may ever see 

We seek, we yearn to rise ; 
Until, like them, we gaze on Thee, 

And share with them the skies. 



THE PRINCE OF PEACE. 

COME, Prince of Peace ! let war no more 
Fill earth with sighs and tears ; 
Let men to ploughshares beat their swords, 
To pruning-hooks their spears. 

Come, Prince of Peace ! let wrath and wrong 

And hatred pass away ; 
And gentle, holy, happy love 

Each mortal bosom sway. 

Thy countless gifts, Thy deeds and words 

All bid our evils cease ; 
Yet wants this vexed and wearied world 

Thy presence. Prince of Peace ! 

Then come in Thy great power and love. 

Bring earth her sweet release 
From every ill she mourneth still ; 

O come, Thou Prince of Peace ! 
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THE EVER-PRESENT FRIEND. 

Februaru 1. 

THE spirit's rest. 

I FEEL within a fount of love ; 
And whither shall its flowing be ? 
My spirit lifts her gaze above, 

And says — To Thee, my God, to Thee ! 

Thou art my Portion, Refuge, Rest ; 

Unchanging where all else is change : 
Of Thee secure, this heart were blest. 

Though all beside were cold and strange. 

give me so by faith to live. 

So cherish hopes and aims divine. 
That one small voice may ever give 
Its witness that my heart is Thine. 

1 ask no higher joy below ; 

And, when the eternal home I see. 
No loftier bliss my soul shall know 
Than love to Thee, my God, to Thee. 

Pebnrar^ ^. 

THE EVER-PRESENT FRIEND. 

OGOD, to know Thee as a Friend, 
And feel Thee ever near ; 
What strength can this my spirit lend, 
To quell both sin and fear! 

That spirit. Lord, was made for Thee, 

As surely as mine eye 
Was made Thy glorious sun to see. 

And this fair earth and sky. 
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TRUST AND PEACE. 

Tis gladdened by the Light alone, 
Which from Thyself doth flow ; 

*Tis in Thy Light the truth is known, 
Whence hopes immortal grow. 

O brighten, Thou eternal Sun, 
My onward, homeward way. 

Until the bourn so nigh is won, 
Where breaks the nightless day. 

TRUST AND PEACE. 

ONE path of peace alone 
Is there, my soul, for thee ; 
To trust thy Father's will, resigned 
To whatsoe'er may be. 

To count what dark appears 
Far other than it seems ; 
Yea, fraught with good, if rightly borne. 
Beyond thy brightest dreams. 

O trust the word divine ; 
Nor only hear and laud ; 
That all things work for good to them 
Who love the Lord their God, 

No surer, happier truth 
E'er fell on mortal ears ; 
And they who hide it in their hearts 
Shall know nor cares nor fears. 

Here rest thy grateful faith. 
Till all be clear above ; 
And crave but this, the priceless bliss 
Of sweet confiding love. 
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IT MUST BE BORNE. 

JUDGE NOT. 

How thy brother may have prayed, 
Striven, resolved, advanced, O man, 
Shalt thou judge, who knowest not 
With what nature he began ? 

Were his passions weak or strong ? 

Was he prone to peace or strife ? 
One of dull and languid frame, 

Or of energy and life ? 

Was he apt to trust or doubt i 

Hard to move, or quickly thrilled ? 

Of the soft and pliant race. 

Or the firm, resolved, self-willed ? 

With his opening intellect, 
Did he love to spend or keep ? 

Did he notice seek to win. 

Or from gazing eyes to creep i 

O, if thou but little know 

With what nature he began, 
Hope the best, and leave the rest : 

Judge not thou thy fellow-man. 

IT MUST BE BORNE. 

r T must be borne. O say not so, 
^ And mourn to feel thy words are true : 
^^ rather, Since its source I know, 
It shall be borne, and meekly too. 
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HOLY HABITS. 

Now God shall see I love His will. 
As wiser, better, than mine own ; 

And He shall hear me praise Him still, 
Though joys so fondly prized be flown. 

Thy will be done ! hath been the prayer 
Which oft I felt His grace inspire ; 

Hence shall it be yet more my care 
To make that will my heart's desire. 

Where many a wish hath lived, and grown, 
And died, shall now be cherished one — 

The best by saint or seraph known ; 
Thy will, O Lord my God, be done ! 

February: 6. 

HOLY HABITS. 

SLOWLY fashioned, link by link, 
Slowly waxing strong, 
Till the spirit never shrink. 
Save from touch of wrong ; 

Holy habits are our wealth, 

Golden, pleasant chains. 
Passing earth's prime blessing, health. 

Endless, priceless gains. 

Holy habits are our joy. 

Wisdom's happy ways. 
Yielding good without alloy. 

Lengthening too our days. 

Holy habits give us place 

With the noblest, best. 
All most Godlike of our race. 

And with seraphs blest 
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THE MEEK SHALL INHERIT THE LAND. 

Brethren, let us, night and mom. 

Let us, noon and even, 
Seek them, till our souls be bom, 

Without stain, in heaven ! 

THE MEEK SHALL INHERIT THE LAND. 

NO man an angel could offend ; 
No infant child a man : 
Upon that truth a moment spend 
Of this life's little span. 

And then be calm, forbear, forgive. 

If any do thee wrong ; 
In gentle ways resolve to live ; 

And so be meekly strong. 

Thus shalt thou pass a heavenly life. 
While yet beneath the skies ; 

And soon from all that tempts to strife 
To peace eternal rise : 

An angel's peace, transcending thought, 

The holy peace of God ; 
Which Jesus brought to earth, and taught 

O bless His name and laud ! 

Febnrarg: 8. 

DIVINE GOODNESS. 

IT were unmeasured bounty, Lord, 
Didst Thou a life of changeless love 
And faultless purity reward 
With peace below and bliss above. 
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MERCY AND JUDGMENT. 

How weak, then, mortal lips to tell 
The goodness that can deign to bless 

A heart Thou seest oft rebel. 
And all too coldly love profess ! 

A heart that further yet would stray. 
But that a spark of love is there. 

Which, lit by Thee, from day to day 
Lives on by Thine unwearied care ! 

O Lord my God, what love is Thine ! 

What grace untold adorns Thy throne ! 
Thou pardonest whatsoe'er is mine. 

And Thou rewardest but Thine own ! 

Febnrarg 9. 

MERCY AND JUDGMENT. 

ON my saints I will have mercy, 
Tender mercy, saith my God ; 
Yet He threatens, I will punish 
Their transgressions with the rod. 

Trust the promise, O my spirit ; 

Heed not less the warning word : 
Both alike betoken mercy ; 

And in both be mercy heard. 

So shalt thou abhor transgression ; 

So, if fallen, sooner rise ; 
Till the need of warning vanish, 

And of promise — in the skies. 

O the glad, the blissful prospect ! 

O the bright, the glorious dawn ! 
Light, and Life, and Love for ever ! 

All now mourned and hated gone ! 
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GOD A FATHER. 

r«brtiarg: 10. 

THE RULE OF HEART AND MIND. 

'T^IS hard to rule this frame of dust, 
jL As oft we mourn to find : 

'Tis harder still, whatever the will, 
To rule the heart and mind. 

Almighty Lord, the strength I need 
Vouchsafe from hour to hour ; 

Within me reign, and all restrain, 
And sway with love and power. 

Ambition, wrath, impatience, hate, 
All Thou wouldst have me shun, 

O chase away ; and night and day 
In me Thy will be done ! 

Give me to see Thee ever nigh, 

To feel Thee ever kind. 
And watchfully, in love for Thee, 

To rule my heart and mind. 

Pebrtrarg: XX. 

GOD A FATHER. 

GREAT Father of our race ! 
A Father's heart is Thine : 
Each contrite child wilt Thou embrace, 
Who trusts Thy Love Divine. 

Thou art the Source of all 
Affections sweet below : 
Whate'er we fond and tender call 
From Thee alone doth flow. 
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QUIETNESS AND CONFIDENCE. 

And shall we doubt the Spring 
From whence all Love descends ? 
O, not till Reason's self takes wing, 
Or faith in darkness ends ! 

We will believe the word 

Thy grace hath nnade so plain, 
That none who truly seek the Lord, 
Shall seek the Lord in vain. 

We will draw near to Thee, 
Through Thy beloved Son ; 
Nor dread Thine eye, though sinful we. 
And Thou the Righteous One. 

Great Father of our race ! 
A Father's heart is Thine ; 
Thy contrite children now embrace. 
And bless with Love Divine. 



QUIETNESS AND CONFIDENCE. 

IN quietness and confidence, 
My spirit, is thy strength ; 
And who thus sow for heaven below 

Shall largely reap at length ; 
For love is born of tranquil trust. 

And, in her happy hours 
Of sweet accord with Christ her Lord, 
She wields her mightiest powers. 

And there is much on earth to do, 

That asks unwearied toil ; 
And care and haste the spirit waste. 

And of her strength despoil. 
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CHILDREN OF THE DAY. 

With quiet might the orb of day- 
Brings forth the fruits and flowers. 

And love's pure light with quiet might 
All good around her showers. 

In quietness and confidence^ 

Then grant me, Lord, to live ; 
And perfect love, all fear above, 

Life's sweetest pleasure give ; 
So blessings shall be shed around. 

The fruit of happy hours, 
And thanks abound, and praise resound. 

To Thee for all my powers, 

Febrtrar^ X3. 

CHILDREN OF THE DAY. 

FATHER, vouchsafe us grace divine. 
On each returning morn. 
To live as children of the day, 
To noblest life new-born. 

From deeds of darkness and from words 
And thoughts unmeet for light, 

O grant our souls may shrink, as each 
Would shrink from endless night. 

And day by day, on wings of faith 

And love, may all arise ; 
And sweetly thus foretaste the bliss 

That waits us in the skies ! 

Then, when prepared to know on high 

The last, the heavenly birth. 
With gentle hand, O Father, break 

Each tie that binds to earth. 
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LIGHT OF THE SPIRIT. 

THE HEAVENLY GUIDE. 

LET God's good Spirit lead thee on, 
And then, by winding ways, 
Now smooth and fair, now rough and bare, 

In bright, in clouded days, 
Thy feet shall climb with growing ease 

The everlasting hills. 
Until a vision dreamt not yet 
Thy soul with rapture fills. 

O, take Him with a grateful heart 

To be indeed thy guide ; 
Revere His still small voice within. 

And trust in none beside ; 
So even here no abject fear 

Shall oft disturb thy peace ; 
But more and more the light divine 

Shall in thy soul increase. 

He may not thee set wholly free 

From error ; this is done, 
Perhaps, not for His holiest till 

Their earthly course be run ; 
But He will never suffer thee 

In darkness dread to roam ; 
And onward go to perish so ; 

But guard thee safely home. 

February: 15. 

LIGHT OF THE SPIRIT. 

LORD, to know Thee is to live 
Calmly, in a shrine of peace : 
O, that light celestial give. 
And each day increase ! 
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AN ASSIGNED PART IN LIFE. 

Lord, to know Thee is to love, 
Trust, obey, admire, adore : 

O, illume us from above, 
Ever, more and more ! 

From that primal gift of grace 
Springs our sweetest good below ; 

And, when past this mortal race, 
Thence will rapture flow. 

Where no sun nor moon may shine, 
Where is neither day nor night. 

Bliss beyond all thought divine 
Comes from changeless light. 

Light then, O our Father, give ; 

Earth's most holy Source of peace ; 
And, till in Thy heaven we live, 

Light each day increase. 

Pebrtrary: X6. 

AN ASSIGNED PART IN LIFE. 

HATH God in His great world a part 
Assigned indeed to thee ? 
Awake, arise, with grateful heart 
And humble dignity. 

No other than thyself the place 

He grants to thee could fill ; 
No other there, 'midst all the race, 

Could do like thee His will. 

^^ small thy charge appears to eyes 

That scorn a mean estate, 
^^e thou therein the Love all-wise, 

-^nd 'twill to thine be great. 
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CALM DILIGENCE. 

A mean estate was His who came 
In state more mean to die ; 

Yet ne'er on earth was end or aim 
Beyond all thought so high. 

O, bear like Him, and work, and rest, 
Whatever thy part may be ; 

Nor doubt what God appoints is best 
For His great world and thee. 

Februaru 17. 

CALM DILIGENCE. 

UNHASTING, yet unresting, 
Work calmly day by day ; 
Sow for the skies, my spirit, 
And on thy Maker stay : 
Within the quiet garden 

The sweetest flowerets blow ; 
Within the tranquil bosom 
The loveliest graces grow. 

Unhasting, yet unresting, 

Like the bright orbs on high, 
The blessed saints and angels 

Spread blessings far and nigh : 
Fervent, serene, unwearied, 

Still doing good, they sing, 
And singing, serve for ever 

Their never-resting King. 

Unhasting, yet unresting. 
Then pass thy destined time ; 

But, outward work esteeming, 
Count inward work sublime. 
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DIM LIGHT. 



To quench each hateful passion, 
To feed the flame of love, 

Be this thy prime endeavour, 
And thou shalt reap above. 



Pebmarg 18. 

DIM LIGHT. 

CHRISTIAN, be thou content 
But dimly yet to see ; 
When breaks the fast-approaching mom. 
The mists shall melt and flee. 

Enough for thee the light 
Which makes the narrow way 
A little space before thee plain 
To realms of perfect day. 

Enough for thee the grace 
Which shows that One is nigh, 
Who leaves thee not, but guides thee still, 
And guards with sleepless eye. 

Not more is needed yet ; 
And it may not be long 
Ere light and darkness both shall be 
A theme for thankful song. 

Good is the Lord and wise ; 
And it seems best to Him, 
The light should be, for infancy, 
Not clear and bright, but dim. 
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THE LORD IS KING. 

Then meekly trust and wait : 
'Twill yield thee sweetest rest ; 
And strength supply till thou on high 
Art with thy Saviour blest. 

Febrtrar^ 19. 

THE LORD IS KING. 

THE Lord our God is King ; 
His rule, His name is Love : 
Let earth with hallelujahs ring. 
And heaven respond above ! 

His counsels He may keep 
Hidden from mortal sight ; 
His ends may be a soundless deep ; 
But all He wills is right. 

Never shall wrong prevail, 
Whatever His foes may do : 
His word is given, and shall not fail, 
For all He saith is true. 

Dread storms may mark His path ; 
Darkness may o*er it brood ; 
The round world shake as with His wrath; 
But all He doth is good. 

O, good beyond our speech 1 
Beyond our utmost thought ! 
Past all that minds seraphic reach. 
In God's own temple taught ! 

Then sing, the Lord is King ; 
Sing, for His name is Love : 
Let earth with hallelujahs ring. 
And heaven respond above. 
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LOVEST THOU TRUTH? 

Februarg 20. 

LOVEST THOU TRUTH? 

LOVEST thou Truth with heart sincere, 
And seekest it, but oft in fear ? 
Take courage, cherish filial trust ; 
Nor dread the Merciful and Just 

Seek on ; and mourn not life as brief, 
To seek aright : 'twere sinful grief. 
If truth be loved, and trust be won, 
Much the last journey needs is done. 

The journey .?— We may err in heart, 
If death we hold is to depart : 
Regarding life so apt to dream. 
We may the change in death misdeem. 

Ev'n now may heaven be close around ; 
But we, who deep things seek to sound, 
Are but as dreamers who should try 
To ford the sea or scale the sky. 

Heart may be nearer far to heart 
The moment that they seem to part ; 
And one at least of both may know 
What human speech could never show. 

By sense, or hope, or visions wild. 
The wisest here are oft beguiled ; 
But none shall lose, whose faith and love 
Make all things near we style above. 
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A HOLY PURPOSE AFTER FRESH MERCIES. 

WAKE AND SING. 

WAKE, my spirit, wake and sing ; 
Cleave not to the dust ; 
Rise to-day on joyful wing, 
In the strength of trust. 

Clouds may gather, but shall not 

Long the soul begloom, 
Stayed on God ; but, God forgot. 

What shall then illume ? 

Every good of faith is born ; 

Faith still maketh whole ; 
With its coming breaks the morn 

On the sinless soul. 

Follows that bright morn a noon 

Which is yet more bright ; 
Then rich eventide, and soon 

Heaven^s transcendent light. 

Wake, my soul, then, wake and sing ; 

Cleave not to the dust ; 
Rise to-day on joyful wing. 

In the strength of trust. 

A HOLY PURPOSE AFTER FRESH MERCIES. 

I THANK Thee, Lord, I bless Thy name 
For all Thy mercies, and will aim 
More steadfastly, by grace divine. 
To live as Thine, for ever Thine ! 
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MASTER AND SERVANT. 



O keep me in Thy love and fear, 
A child of light with soul sincere, 
Preparing in these years of time 
For service endless and sublime. 

Once more I give myself to Thee ; 
Once more design, resolve to be 
Devote to Thee, beloved Lord, 
In thought and feeling, act and word. 

O mark my purpose, hear my prayer ; 
Watch over me with ceaseless care ; 
And more and more my heart incline 
To live as Thine, for ever Thine, 



MASTER AND SERVANT. 

WITH some faults that vex thee oft. 
Keep thy servant, be his friend ; 
And whatever *tis hard to bear 
Kindly try to mend. 

So his ways shall serve thee well, 

Ev*n if they continue ill ; 
But for thee how glad, should he 
Thy best hopes fulfil ! 

But thou art the servant, say ; 
And it is thy master fails : 
Then be thine the course benign ; 
Bear till love prevails. 

44 



IS EVIL THE SOURCE OF GOOD? 

Or, if this should never be, 

Doubt not that the Lord abovQ 
Will in thee His servant see 
With delight and love. 



IS EVIL THE SOURCE OF GOOD ? 

SAINTS, Apostles, Martyrs, all 
Who on God have loved to call. 
And in Him believed ; 
Holding with Him, as th^y deemed. 
Sweet communion ; have they dreamed, 
And been all deceived ? 

Every highest hope and grace 
That have seemed to bless the race, 

And are cherished still ; 
Can it be they come of this ; 
That from some dark, dread abyss 

Springs deluding ill ? 

Can the false and base give birth 
To the purest joys on earth ? 

Can they help us best 
Right to do and suffer wrong, 
Sorrow to exchange for song. 

And find sweetest rest ? 

From thee cast the impious thought ; 
Count it bom itself of nought 

But profoundest night : 
Joy to know there is above. 
Loving all, a God to love. 

And in God delight. 
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THE FRAIL BARRIER. 

DYING ALONE. 



MAN was not formed to live aionc, 
Nor yet alone to die ; 
Through life he needs some friendly tone, 
Nor less when death is nigh. 

Nor less ?— O, rather let me sink 

To nothingness once more, 
Than stand alone on Jordan s bnnK, 

Or quit alone its shore ! 

In health, in bright prosperity, 

I need a voice Divine, 
To whisper that it comes from i nee. 

And that myself am Thine. 
What then, uncheered from heaven, the gloom 

When earthly joys are flown f 
O God, preserve me from that doom I 

I cannot die alone I 

When comes the solemn, final strife. 

The failing, fluttering breath,^ 
A hou who hast been my Hope m ine, 

O be my Help in death I 

THK FRAIL BARRI^^' 

T^OES but a tremblins veil divide 
J^ My soul, o God, from heaven and 
T-fc ^ Thee? 
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man's greatest empire. 

Thyself revealed ; and, circling wide, 
Thine angels blest, with saints now free 

From death, who faded here and died ; 
One vast adoring company ? 

Then, ere this morning sun decline, 

That glorious sight may greet mine eyes ! 
Nay, ere his noontide splendour shine, 

My soul may as from darkness rise 
Into Thy bright, yet sunless shrine ! 

O God, hear now my suppliant cries, 
And make me by Thy grace divine. 

Meet for the marvels of the skies ! 



man's greatest empire. 

WHAT power of dread self-torture hath 
the mind ! 
Not less, but more, and readier than the frame. 
O thou who peace and purity wouldst find, 
Rightly to rule it make thy ceaseless aim. 

Quench in its birth each thought that tends 

to sin. 
Or yields but loveless fear or faithless care : 
Doubt, nor forget that evil is within, , 
And none without, if all be holy there. 

O, peerless is the empire of the mind. 
So hardly won, yet sure, if rightly sought ! 
So strong to shield from all around designed 
Or apt to injure through unholy thought ! 
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WHERE IT IS WELL TO DIE. 



Gain that, and none shall mightier be than 

thou ; 
None wealthier be, whatever he may possess: 
Hourly it blesses him who hath it now, 
And, kept till death, it shall for ever bless. 



February 28. 

WHERE IT IS WELL TO DIE. 

AT home, abroad, where'er thou art, 
Beneath whatever sky, 
In filial faith be there with God, 
And there 'tis well to die. 

It may be that no loving hand 
Will clasp thine own at last ; 

But ponder death's transforming might, 
How wondrous and how vast ! 

A moment, and the truth is clear, 
Not simply owned ; 'twas best 

That thus in seeming solitude 
Thy frame should sink to rest. 

And for ^yself^ it may be found, 

When this brief life is o'er. 
That thou to all beloved art then 

Far nearer than before. 

But, be what may, enough to know' 
Where God we feel is nigh, 

And heaven above our home of love. 
There it is well to die. 
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PEACE THROUGH FAITH. 

THE PRESENT GOD. 

G) OD as present ever see ; 
r Then, when death is near, 
There will be no way for thee 
Lone or long to fear. 



March 1. 

PEACE THROUGH FAITH. 

FAITH alone breathes calm devotion ; 
Faith can see, all fear above, 
Life's worst storm but sweeps an ocean 
Of immeasurable love. 

Doubt is fraught with care and sorrow, 
Though bright gifts around may crowd ; 

Faith can, like the sunlight, borrow 
Beauties from each earth-born cloud. 

Doubt wakes fear in fairest weather. 
Prompts to restless, anxious strife ; 

Faith and love repose together 
Sweetly 'mid the storms of life. 

Lord, be ours that calm devotion 
Which believes, all fear above, 

Life's worst storm but sweeps an ocean 
Of immeasurable love ! 
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THE PATH OF LIFE. 

TS^&tth 2. 
SMALL ILLS. 

IF small ills grieve and vex thee so, 
Twere hard to mourn thy fate ; 
For thus *tis shown by thee are known 
None that indeed are great 

And yet, were this but pondered well, 
Scarce could it so be viewed ; 

For one dark ill is with thee still ; 
Toward God, ingratitude : 

Ingratitude for countless gifts 
That none could dare to claim : 

O, wake, and raise a song of praise, 
And joy to bless His name ! 

Not least, that life, despite of all. 

Is still in mercy thine ; 
Wherein to grow content below^, 

And ripe for bliss divine. 

march 8, 

THE PATH OF LIFE. 

SOME progress every day 
I would with earnest strife. 
And watchful care and fervent prayer. 
Make in the path of life. 

In Thy felt presence. Lord, 
How clearly now I see 
The priceless worth of time on earth, 
If rightly used it be ! 
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GRACE TO PRAISE IMPLORED. 

O Father, help Thy child ! 
Thou knowest me frail and weak ; 
Yet that I do in heart pursue 
What Thou A^ouldst have me seek. 

Vouchsafe me every grace ; 
But this, all else above, 
I ask once more, as oft before — 
O, fill my soul with love ! 



GRACE TO PRAISE IMPLORED. 

ETERNAL Source of life and light, 
From whom my every blessing flows. 
How shall my lips extol aright 
The bounty that no measure knows ? 

O, yet one further gift accord ; 

With one more boon make glad my days ; 
Impart Thy grace, all-bounteous Lord, 

And teach me as I would to praise ; 

To praise Thee oft-times with my tongue ; 

To praise Thee ever with my heart ; 
And soon, where heavenly praise is sung, 

O, let me take my blissful part ! 

Then, Lord, not one of all the host 
That hymn Thy glory round the throne, 

Howe'er exalted there, shalt boast 
A strain more fervent than mine own. 
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NO EVIL BUT SIN. 

WEDDED WISDOM. 

HOW rare, how happy, and how wise, 
That wedded love which sweetly tries 
To keep, till life's full course be run, 
The heart that with delight was won ! 

Can there be fond affection here 
The Heaven-taught soul will hold so dear, 
Or which could so its loved one bless, 
And help toward perfect happiness ? 

Is there a sorrow known on earth. 
Wherein such love shows not its worth ? 
Or are there hearts so cold, so dead. 
They care not though such love be fled ? 

O Thou, the one great Fount of love. 
As if 'twere whispered from above. 
Let this small voice some bosoms melt. 
And lastingly for good be felt. 

March 6. 

NO EVIL BUT SIN. 

THIS truth, my spirit, hold thou fast, 
Each day, each hour, a spell within ; 
Whatever the present, future, past, 
No evil lives for thee but sin. 

And link with this one truth beside, 

And sing thy praise with heart and voice ; 

Who makes the Lord his Trust and Guide, 
If sorrowing now, shall soon rejoice. 
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CALMNESS. 

A light divine his soul shall know, 
A quickening hope shall sweetly feel, 

Till oft his cup shall overflow, 

And faith that fears not sorrow heal. 

So love, content, and every grace 
That fits the heart for bliss divine, 

Shall grow, till sin have there no place, 
But all that heart, O God, is Thine. 

'M&rth 7. 

CALMNESS. 

OTHAT my soul could look. 
As with an angeFs eye, 
On all with calmness hard to brook. 
Or bear without a sigh ! 

No wrath of man, nor aught 
Of scorn, base wrong, or hate, 
Could move him to ungentle thought, 
Or love's sweet peace abate. 

TVould him no more disturb, 
Or ask his self-command, 
Than age would need its wrath to curb, 
Struck by an infant's hand ; 

Or than the star on high, 
In the still blue, would cease, 
For strife on earth, to deck the sky, 
And shine above in peace. 

Thou that dost light my way 
To where the angels be, 
O, make me more and more as they. 
Whatever befalleth me. 
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**0F THE TRUTH. 
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I ask their love so pure, 
Meet for their home so fair, 
And peace through faith for ever sure 
O Father, hear my prayer ! 



JWatcb 8. 

"OF THE TRUTH." 

SOLDIER of the Cross, be true ; 
Truth pursue, revere, avow ; 
With the many or the few, 
" Of the truth '' be thou. 

He was " of the truth " who came, 

'Midst the wand'ring, false, and lost, 
Priceless tidings to proclaim. 
Knowing well the cost. 

Faithful to the truth He stood, 

Mocked, derided, scorned, denied ; 
Still through life the strife renewed ; 
Then triumphant died. 

And will He, now throned, forget 

Them who, heedful of His voice, 
With fixed heart the right abet. 
And in truth rejoice ? 

Wearied man of many years. 

Thou yet fresh whose years are few, 
By thy hope when Christ appears. 
At all cost be true ! 
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SOCIAL OBSCURITY. 

ONCE MORE ALONE ! 

ONCE more alone ! alone with Thee ! 
Weary of zeal with wrath and strife : 
O, grant me now once more to see 
Thy peace renewed, my Light and Life ! 

We may not always shun the crowd ; 

For there, as taught by Thee, must love 
Scatter her blessings, and be bowed 

To labour, ere she reap above. 

And there too must Thy children learn 
To stoop, submit, forbear, forgive ; 

For deeds of wrong, kind deeds return, 
And meekly, like their Saviour, live. 

Yet, when the wearied spirit needs 

Her powers refreshed, her life renewed, 

Gladly, O God, to Thee she speeds. 
And loves her peaceful solitude. 



match XO. 

SOCIAL OBSCURITY. 

IF known by God, by angels in the skies. 
And haply too the spirits of the blest. 
Wilt thou yet mourn that, hid from mortal eyes, 
Tis thine in mean obscurity to rest } 

O strange mistake ! O deep fatuity ! 

The world that we are going from, to view 
As if 'twere all for which we cared to be. 

Nor heed the world that we are going to ! 
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CREATION, PRESERVATION, REDEMPTION. 

Yet one is transient as a summer flower ; 

The other, lasting as the throne above : 
The one yields at the best a scanty dower ; 

The other, all the affluence of love. 

O turn from earth, and breathe to God thy 
prayer. 
That He would teach, and alway strengthen 
thee, 
To covet nothing, to admit no care. 
Save to be His through all eternity. 



CREATION, PRESERVATION, REDEMPTION. 

LORD, I thank Thee for creation 
On this beauteous earth ; 
And will ever count that blessing 
Of unmeasured worth. 

Nor will less for preservation, 
Through each day and hour, 

Gratefully adore Thy mercy, 
Kindness, care, and power. 

Lord, I thank Thee for whatever 

Lights and cheers my way 
Onward to the shades that vanish 

Into perfect day. 

And, 'midst all, O what so wondrous, 

What should so uplift 
My glad heart, and wake my praises, 

As Thy greatest gift : 
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THE GREAT INVITATION. 

Thy Beloved Son, my Saviour, 

Born to live and die, 
Me from sin and death to rescue. 

Me to bless on high ? 

O, by Thy Good Spirit keep me 

Thine, for ever Thine ! 
O, be Thou, my God and Father, 

Mine, for ever mine ! 

THE GREAT INVITATION. 

WHY shouldst not thou, ev'n thou. 
Whom Heaven inviteth now, 
Be 'mid the best that love and laud 
In all the universe of God ? 

All hindrance is within ; 

Thou may'st to-day begin 
To watch, to pray, to strive, to rise. 
Till perfect in the blissful skies. 

Draw nigh, saith God to me ; 

I will draw nigh to thee ; 
To thee redeemed by my Son, 
Through whom all good may yet be won. 

Thy sins I will forgive ; 

Thou in My love shalt live ; 
Pure as an angel thou shalt grow. 
And joys like his for ever know. 

O, wake thee ere the light 

Be closed in utter night ! 
A word from Heaven now meets thy view ; 
And speaks no voice within thee too ? 
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life's discipline. 



Come, heavenward set thy face ; 

Start in the glorious race, 
To join the best that love and laud 
In all the universe of God. 



B^arcb 18. 

LIFE'S DISCIPLINE. 

CALMLY take whatever may come ; 
Praise, my spirit, or be dumb ; 
Counting all impatience sin. 
Small and great ills discipline : — 

Discipline escaped by none. 
Seek we as we will to shun ; 
And for which, from every wise. 
Heaven- taught heart, will praise arise. 

O, believe, 'tis meant in love, 
Thee to serve and bless above. 
In some holier, happier sphere, 
Free from all thou moumest here. 

How ? Contented wait to know 
Till thou thither raptured go. 
When ? Enough that faith can see 
Twill be God's good time for thee. 

Lord, vouchsafe the strength I need, 
Thus to do and bear indeed. 
Till no evils tempt to sin, 
And I need no discipline. 



••'TIS I." 

Mftrth 14. 

PRAISE AND PRAYER. 

WITH heart and soul, O Lord my God. 
I would lift up my voice ; 
And bless Thy ways, and sing Thy praise^ 
And in Thy praise rejoice. 

Nor would I joy and praise alone ; 

I would in deed and thought 
More plainly show Thy truth I know, 

And love Thee as I ought. 

O, help me both by night and day, 
And through each passing hour ; 

And more and more, till life be o'er, 
With all things lovely dower. 

With spirit free, through trust in Thee, 

O Father, make me Thine ; 
And be Thy will, through good and ill, 

Now and for ever mine ! 



'Mfcvth 15. 

"'TIS I." 

THY presence. Lord, hath been my stay 
In health and strength ; and when 
Both fail, and life fades fast away, 
O, grant Thy presence then ! 

Like Him who once. His own to aid. 

Walked on the billowy tide, 
And said, " Tis I, be not afraid,^' 

And fears were cast aside ; — 
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TRUST AND Ri^OICE. 

Say Thou, beside my dying bed, 

say, my God, " 'Tis I ; " 

Or, filled with overwhelming dread, 

1 dare not, cannot die. 

But let me those glad accents hear ; 

And then, though thunders roar. 
And the big waves roll dark and drear. 

Fearless I'll quit the shore. 



TRUST AND REJOICE. 

OMY spirit, be not faithless ; 
God delights to save : 
Trust wakes love, and love is deathless, 
Ev'n despite the grave. 

Life is love's short path to heaven : 

Why should life be sad } 
All things good to faith are given : 

Why not thou be glad ? 

Life's great Author, God, is blessed ; 

He regards thy lot : 
Would He have one heart distressed ? 

Nay, believe it not. 

God is love, and love delighteth 

Joy to shed abroad ; 
To all good He thee inviteth : 

O, rejoice in God ! 
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THE GOOD FIGHT. 



march X7. 

THE GOOD FIGHT. 

SOLDIER of the Lord of life, 
Fight the battle ; never cease ; 
Fear no evil ; spare no strife ; 
Strife shall end in perfect peace. 

Thou shalt need the sword and shield 
Even till thy latest breath ; 

But be valiant in the field ; 
Victory is sure — as death. 

Thou art led by One who knows 
All the conflict asks of thee ; 

All thy perils, all thy foes. 
All that cometh, ere it be. 

He too can accord thee strength, 
As He sees thee strength to need : 

Fearless be then, and at length 
Victory is sure indeed. 

And that victory how blest ! 

When the crown of life is given, 
None shall mourn the fight distrest, 

Countless hosts shall joy in heaven 

Soldier of the Lord of life. 

Fight the battle ; never cease ; 

Never — till the transient strife 
Yield thee everlasting peace. 
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ENDEARING TRUST. 



THOU wouldst not thrust the bird away. 
That from the eagle in the air 
Flew to thy bosom, and would stay 
Her panting fears, and nestle there. 

Her terror would thy pity move, 

If pity in thy bosom dwelt ; 
Her confidence would waken love, 

If love thy bosom ever felt. 

And shall we fear that He whose breast 
With tenderest love and pity glows, 

Will spurn the trembler that would rest 
Secure in Him from fiercer foes ? 

O that, kind Lord, were far from Thee ! 

Thy words and deeds of love declare, 
ihat none so safe, so blest shall be 

As they who fearless trust Thy care. 

Mattb 19. 
BE CALM, BE CALM. 
■pEcalm, becalm; a healing balm 
vd „ ' ^"-^. '" gliding years : 
AnH T,"^'*^ '*^^« thy Father see, 
And what to o'erwhelm appears ? 

0?mus^JJf i™ • ^ith prayer and psalm. 
Put thouehif \ ^ '^'*^'"' 

"rink from troublous sin. 



PRAISE FOR SUFFERING. 

Measure thy words, and spare them too ; 

For man oft errs in this : 
He seeks relief, repeats his grief. 

And, murmuring, speaks amiss. 

Vain use of speech ! a priceless gift. 

But needing care supreme. 
Until we soar, and evermore 

Commune as none may dream : 

Commune with spirits pure and blest. 

That have no griefs to tell ; 
And with our God in love and laud, 

Where all securely dwell. 

hope sublime ! For every ill 
In life a healing balm. 

It saith to all, whatever befall, 
Till death — Be calm, be calm ! 

match 20. 

PRAISE FOR SUFFERING. 

I THANK Thee, Lord, for suffering ; 
In which my heart can raise 
Perhaps its holiest offering ; 
Beneath affliction praise. 

1 thank Thee, Lord, for suffering ; 

And ask Thy grace to bless 
Each kind, paternal chastening 
With fruits of righteousness. 

And never, never let my soul 

Forget the truth profound ; 
From suffering dread, as ages roll. 

Flows good no thought can sound. 

63 



THE SECRET OF THE LORD. 

O Father, lend a willing ear 
To this the prayer I bring ; 

And help me with a heart sincere 
To praise for suffering. 

So every grief shall here be brief, 
From whatsoe'er it spring ; 

And soon shall song be glad and long, 
Where comes no suffering. 



THE SECRET OF THE LORD. 

I 

A VOICE of joy, and kindling eye. 
May not the heart's best good disclose ; 
But deem not thence that gladness high 
In holiest bosoms rarely glows. 

The stream that on the lonely height 
With sweetest music leaps and plays, 

Oft glides in silence when in sight 
'Mid the low valley's travelled ways. 

The secret of the Lord our God 

Is but for them that fear His name ; 

And not till wisdom's path be trod, 
Will happiest love the soul inflame. 

O, deem not then that gladness high 

In holiest bosoms rarely glows, 
Though voice of joy and kindling eye 

The heart's best treasure seldom shows. 
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NO WILL BUT THINE. 

Xl^arcb 22. 

THOU SHALT CALL, AND I WILL ANSWER 

THEE." 

STILL is the heaven of Thy love 
Open, my God, to me ? 
Still may I lift mine eyes above. 
And dare to hope in Thee ? 

O, fill my heart with gratitude, 
And make it all Thine own ! 

O, help me, by Thy grace renewed. 
To live to Thee alone ! — 

To trust Thee, love Thee, and obey, 
With all my soul and might ; 

And keep with conscience pure the way 
Of truth and peace and right ! 

All-merciful, Thou callest me : 

I hear, I know Thy call ; 
And yet once more draw near to Thee, 

My Lord, my God, my all ! 

march 28* 

NO WILL BUT THINE. 

NO will but Thine, my God, 
It is my will to know ; 
And O, forgive whatever may seem 
From source less pure to flow. 

Beneath all outward guise, 
Despite all show of ill. 
See Thou, from whom is nothing hid, 
The weak, yet holier will. 
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HOLIEST, holiest! 

And, O my God, the gift 
Of greater strength impart ; 
And never fail me, never leave ; 
Dwell in my inmost heart. 

Dwell there, and make it all 
That Thy abode should be ; 
In love and praise through all my days, 
A temple worthy Thee. 



HOLIEST, holiest!* 

HOLIEST, holiest ! hearken in love ; 
Fit me to soar to Thee, see Thee above ; 
And from that Eden fair 
Lit by Thy presence there. 
Never remove. 

Holiest, holiest ! Thou art my Stay, 
Guide of my pilgrimage. Light of my way : 
Let the glad faith I know 
Stronger and stronger grow. 
Never decay. 

Holiest, holiest ! morning and eve. 
Keep me, nor suffer me ever to grieve 
Thee, benign Helper, who 
Them that are meek and true 
Never wilt leave. 



. , ^"ited to several excellent tunes commonly used 
with the hymn, « Nearer to Thee." 
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THE FOUNT OF LIFE. 



Holiest, holiest ! ever be nigh ; 

Felt by my spirit, though hid from mine eye. 

And Thy sweet comfort give. 

Till in my home I live. 
Never to die. 



THE FOUNT OF LIFE. 

SHALL my heart forget the Fount 
Of its life, O God ; 
Nor with gratitude delight 
All Thy grace to laud ? 

Like th6 stream from out the hills, 

In its onward course, 
Shall my spirit ne*er look back. 

And adore its Source ? 

Rather, with a thankful heart 

I Thy love will see 
In my being's gift, and all 

Since vouchsafed to me. 

I will mark how night and day, 

How at home, abroad. 
Thy great love hath compassed me, 

And hath blessed, O God. 

I will praise Thy Holy Name, 

O my God and King, 
Till Thy love I learn above, 

And with seraphs sing. 
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THE COMMON LOT. 

THE BRIGHTENING PATH. 

LIGHT brightens o'er the narrow way 
As onward still we tend : 
Sweet presage of the coming day, 
When clouds and darkness end. 

To thy sure Guide, my spirit, cleave 

With prayer and holy strife ; 
And thou shalt yet to beauty weave 

The tangled threads of life. 

If ever, mourning darks&me days, 
Perplexed, in fear, thou roam, 

Look upward still, and wait the rays 
That light the pilgrim home. 

Look upward, trust, to Jesus cleave 

With prayer and holy strife ; 
And thou shalt yet to beauty weave 

The tangled threads of life. 

march 27* 

THE COMMON LOT. 

I ^^/^^''^^? 2ire not shared by all mankind, 
Q ^jj .^ holiest to deceive us have combined : 
A nTi ^*^^*^^ mourner, be not this forgot, 
^na, meekly trusting, bear the common lot. 

Who^?^*^^ ^^ ponder that not even He . 

fr^^^' ^he Light of earth, from this was 

The Man^ f ^ ^^^' ^^ ^^^ beside is not, 

oi oorrows bore the common lot 
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HOW TO WORK. 

O, take Him as thy Teacher, Saviour, Lord ; 
Seek that thy ways sweetly with His accord ; 
Then from a throne, a palace, or a cot. 
Rise and partake the seraphs' common lot. 

There, in the radiance of the face Divine, 
See all around thee saints and angels shine, 
Beauty undreamt and love in every spot, 
And bliss ineffable the common lot. 

march 28. 

HOW TO WORK. 

WORK earnestly, work ceaselessly. 
Cheered by the promised treasure; 
But quietly and lovingly ; 
And so shall work be pleasure. 

His own the Saviour left His peace. 
Their sweetest, best enjoyment ; 

Unknown till eager hurry cease. 
And love endear employment. 

And troubled haste is vain ; there is 

Time without end before us ; 
If only here we work as His, 

Whose tender care is o'er us. 

He sets our tasks. He knows our need ; 

By Him our strength is given ; 
And happy work He makes the meed 

Of saints in earth and heaven. 

Then earnestly and ceaselessly 
Pursue the promised treasure ; 

But quietly and lovingly ; 
And so shall work be pleasure. 
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COMFORT IN THE PROSPECT OF DEATH. 

Mnrch 29* 

SORROW HEALED. 

IS thy sorrow very great ? 
What were mortal words to thee? 
Wait on God, poor mourner, wait ; 
Thy sole comforter is He. 

Tis the Maker of the heart, 
^Tis the Sender of the grief. 

Can alone the balm impart 
Which shall yield thee sweet relief. 

Tell to man thy bitter woes ; 

Thence may spring yet worse to bear : 
Tell them unto God, who knows ; 

It may prove prevailing prayer. 

Weak to make the body whole 
Of sore hurt is human skill ; 

But to heal the stricken soul. 
It for this were weaker still. 

While, so great is God above, 
That to hear His Truth revealed. 

And to trust its words of love ; 
This alone is to be healed. 

march BO. 

COMFORT IN THE PROSPECT OF DEATH. 

WHEN lifers brief day is drawing to its 
close. 
In what shall thoughtful foresight find re- 
pose ? 
In the blest truth, that from His throne above, 
God hath the rule of death, and God is Love. 
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SEEING DARKLY. 

Ask we aught further? By the grace of 

Heaven, 
Fear to dispel, this promise hath been given 
To each who rightly trusts the Lord and 

prays : 
Thou shalt have strength according to thy 

days. 

My God, my Father, let such trust be mine. 
And so with hope, and filial love, combine, 
That, when the light grows dim, and fails the 

iDreath, 
The fearless spirit may be strong in death. 

Be Thou my Helper in that solemn hour ; 
Give me to feel Thy presence and Thy 

power ; 
Until, this mortal strife for ever done, 
The heavens receive me, and the crown be 

won. 



Motth SI. 

SEEING DARKLY. 

WAIT till the dawn be past ; 
To life's faint light be true ; 
And thou shalt thank thy God at last 
For dawn and bright day too. 

Dull mists, that dim the eyes 
Through morning hours, may wear 
Beauty at noon in azure skies. 
Amid the sunbeams there. 
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LOVE, AND ITS REWARD. 

And those which shroud the soul, 
And oft wake doubt and fear, 
In God's good time shall upward roll, 
Till all be bright and clear. 

Then meekly trust and wait ; 
The gloom shall pass away, 
And leave but thoughts to swell the great 
Delights of perfect day. 



LOVE, AND ITS REWARD. 

JOYS await the holy, 
None as yet may know. 
Though they taste the earnest 
As they homeward go. 

Yet the heart that gloweth 
Most on earth with love. 

Best hath learnt how blessed 
Are the saints above. 

Love is here a fountain, 
Sweet above all price ; 

Love is there a river. 
Watering Paradise. 

There the happy spirits, 

Every sorrow o'er. 
Know, through Jesu's merits, 

Bliss for evermore. 
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REDEEMING LOVE. 

Would we taste the river 
In the world of bliss, 

We must prize the fountain 
Dear to them in this. 

Here the love they cherished 
Must within us glow ; 

Then the life immortal 
We, like them, shall know. 



REDEEMING LOVE. 

OLIFT the voice of song ! 
His praise delight to tell. 
Who in His grace hath blessed our race, 
And hath done all things well. 

O lift the voice of song ! 
With hopes sublime above, 
Unite on earth in sacred mirth, 
To hymn redeeming love. 

Say none with faithless fear, 
Tis vain ; my heart is sad : 
With trust renewed, and gratitude, 
Sing till the heart be glad. 

Npr hope to know the joys 
Which here to faith belong. 
Till song's sweet part hath helped the heart 
O lift the voice of song ! 
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SPIRIT AND FLESH. 



And praise, glad praise renew, 
Until we join the throng 
That night or day need none to say, 
O lift the voice of song ! 

MORE THAN RESIGNATION DESIRED. 

NOT with a heart resigned alone, 
O Father, would I pass my days ; 
But through them all Thy goodness own, 
And breathe for all unfeigned praise. 

I would go singing on my way. 

Through storm and calm, o'er rock and fell ; 
And still. Thy will be done ! would say, 

And own with joy that all is well. 

But trust, and hope, and love are weak ; 

And ev'n but seeming ills are strong 
The soul's most fixed resolves to break. 

And change to sinful sighs her song. 

O help me in my darkest nights, 
O help me in my brightest days, 

i o soar by faith to peaceful heights, 
And breathe for all unfeigned praise I 



SPIRIT AND FLESH. 




^liZORTHY though the spirit be 

w , u ^^ ^^^ humbler flesh to reign, 

fxlif ^^1 ^"^^y ^P^^^ ^^o"^ Thee, 
Who alone canst both restrain 



74 



COMMUNION OF SAINTS. 

Come, O Holiest, from above. 
Deign within my heart to dwell, 

Quickening, strengthening, until love 
Each rebellious passion quell. 

Ever temperate, ever pure. 
Meet for that most holy place 

Where rejoice Thy saints mature. 
Make and keep me by Thy grace. 

So the nobler soul shall be 
Potent o'er the flesh to reign ; 

And for Thee shall both be free, 
Who alone canst both restrain. 



COMMUNION OF SAINTS. 

SWEET fellowship with all most pure 
Of every place and time ; 
With all in earth, with all in heaven ; 
Is this thy lot sublime ? 

And does divine, unmeasured grace. 

To thee such good accord. 
That thou art made — O wondrous truth ! 

One spirit with the Lord ? 

Remains there too the promised prize 

Of endless love and bliss, 
To sway thy will, and lure thee on. 

When cold thy heart to this ? 
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TRUST THROUGH ALL CHANGES. 

seek to serve, O strive to please, 
Thy God with worthier love ; 

And here unite with saints in light 
To swell the songs above. 

THE LILIES OF THE FIELD. 

HELP me. Lord, to trust in Thee, 
Mindful of the truth revealed, 
That the Hand which none may see 
Clothes the lilies of the field. 

Though they neither spin nor toil, 
Royal robes to theirs are poor ; 

Though they only deck the soil. 
All they need through life is sure. 

Man is better than the flower ; 

He can seek Thee, know Thee, love, 
Praise, adore Thee, win the dower 

Of unfading joys above. 

Lord, I cast my cares away ! 

In the Hand that doth provide 
For the flowerets of a day 

1 will ever more confide ! 

TRUST THROUGH ALL CHANGES. 

H ° wiP^^^^^''^ ^^^ws the path of life, 
1^. V^en, past the weary, restless strife 
For prizes poor and vain. 



THE PARADISE ETERNAL. 



The heart with faith unfeigned can own 
That wisdom, love, and power alone 
O'er all life's changes reign ! 

Yet, who that knows what bliss awaits 
Thine own beyond the heavenly gates, 

Through Him who died to save, 
Would shun the swift approaching close 
Of earthly good, and brief repose 

Within the vanquished grave ? 

O God, incline me more to prize 
The joys transcendent of the skies ; 

And count all else but vain. 
Compared with that immortal dower 
From Thee, whose wisdom, love, and power 

O'er all life's changes reign. 



Ipril 8. 

THE PARADISE ETERNAL. 

O PARADISE eternal ! 
What bliss to enter thee, 
And, once within thy portals, 
Secure for ever be ! 

In thee no sin nor sorrow, 
No pain nor death is known ; 

But pure glad life, enduring 
As Heaven's benignant throne. 

There all around shall love us, 
And we return their love ; 

One band of happy spirits, 
One family above. 
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MY HEART IS FIXED. 

There God shall be our Portion, 

And we His jewels be ; 
And gracing His bright mansions, 

His smile reflect and see. 

So songs shall rise for ever, 

While all creation fair, 
Still more and more revealM, 

Shall wake fresh praises there. 

O Paradise eternal ! 
What joys in thee are known ! 

God of mercy, guide us. 
Till all be felt our own ! 

MY HEART IS FIXED. 

MY heart is fixed, O God ! 
My rest shall be in Thee ; 
My joy shall be Thy Name to laud. 
My hope Thy face to see. 

1 choose Thy will as mine. 
And all beside eschew : 

O Father, grant me strength divine, 
Thy will to bear and do. 

I need the gift I seek ; 
For evil still is mixed 
With best resolves ; and flesh is weak 
Ev'n when the heart is fixed. 

My God, Thy grace impart ; 
Help me in tender love ; 
And onward guide, till home and heart 
Alike be fixed above. 
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THE SPELL OF LOVE. 

Ipril 10. 

THE SPELL OF LOVE. 

WHATETR of good from earth be 
gone, 
Whatever the human form disgrace, 
Still trust in God, and labour on. 

And cherish kindness toward the race. 

Regard with hopeful heart the worst : 
Misguided may have been his youth, 

Or ev'n his very childhood curst 
With oft-seen breach of right and truth. 

Or he may err, inheriting. 

And vainly struggling to control, 

Strong passions from a tainted spring, 
That seem to sway both frame and soul. 

Or trained he may have been to theft, 
And cruel ways, and mean deceit ; 

Till slowly, but at last, bereft 
Of all in earliest years so sweet 

You might have kissed him as a child. 
And fondled him with kindling eye ; 

But scowling now, and coarse and wild. 
Revolted, you would pass him by. 

Yet, since from God his being springs, 
Somewhat his heart hath still of good ; 

A latent love of better things, 
A power at least of gratitude. 

Then try him with the Spell of Love ; 

O, show him there is one in thee 
Who longs to win for heaven above 

A brother sunk ev'n low as he. 
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I WOULD NOT LIVE ALWAY. 



Be faithful, but upbraid him not ; 

For who, O fellow-man, art thou ? 
Had his but been the happier lot, 

Say, which had been the holier now ? 

Like Him thou lovest, love display ; 

Through love the worst may grow the best ; 
And dear to God and blest are they 

Who joy to multiply the blest. 



I WOULD NOT LIVE ALWAY. 

I WOULD not live alway. Tis said in the 
hour 
When pleasure hath sated, or sorrow opprest ; 
The heart, scarcely knowing what thing hath 
the power 
To yield what it longeth for, longeth for rest 

I would not live alway. *Tis said in the night 
By the sufferer tossing and wearied and worn 

With pain to which darkness seems worse 
than the light, 
And yet he looks hopelessly onward to mom ! 

I would not live alway. O listen, ye gay ! 

And listen, ye victims of sorrow and pain ! 
'Tis the calm voice of faith and of love that 
can say. 
It is blessed to live, yet to die will be gain. 
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I 
THE TWO HOMES. 



Would ye too as peacefully rest in the Lord ? 

O, call ye upon Him, while yet He is nig^h ! 
Confess Him, adore Him, confide in His word ; 

*Twere sweet then to live, but still sweeter 
to die. 

To live would be alway to love Him below, 
And see Him, though dimly, from morning 
till even ; 
To die would but be to soar upward and go 
Evermore to see clearly and love Him in 
Heaven. 



THE TWO HOMES. 

WHEN Love divine within us glows. 
It sheds some soft endearing light 
Widely and far ; but most on those 
In whom the happiest hearts delight. 

Tis like the sun of summer morns. 
That freely flings its radiance o'er 

The fields and woods ; yet most adorns 
For us the blossoms at the door. 

O God of Love ! O Fount of Light ! 

Inspire, illume Thy children here ; 
And all in bonds of love unite, 

But those most near us most endear. 

Make every home wherein we dwell 
A pleasant place of peace and love, 

That with sweet augury here foretell 
What pure and fond hearts hope above. 
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MORN, EYE, AND NIGHT. 

god's pleasure in his people. 

SHALL I yield Jehovah pleasure, — 
I, created of the dust, — 
If I prize the priceless treasure 
He prepareth for the just ? 

If I hope in Him and fear Him 
As my Father and my Friend ; 

And to serve Him, please, be near Him, 
Count my joy, and make my end ? 

Shall I yield Jehovah pleasure, 
Throned amid the hosts august. 

If His mercies passing measure 

Peace inspire through loving trust ? 

Peace, the earnest sweet of heaven ? 

Heaven itself well-nigh begun ? 
Trust, that morning, noon, and even. 

Cloudless sees the Eternal Sun ? 

Lord, to Thee, with spirit fervent, 
I will pray — O, hear my prayer ! 

Make and ever keep Thy servant 
Meet such wondrous grace to share. 

MORN, EVE, AND NIGHT. 

WHENETR at early morn I hear 
A well-known voice uplifted near, 
Which kindly warneth me that I 
Never my blessed Lord deny ; 
O Father, grant that it may be 
A heartfelt note that strengthens me. 



UNKNOWN, YET WELL KNOWN. 

And when at morn or eve the sky 

Lures me to lift a grateful eye, 

And with fresh joy Thy name to praise 

For beauteous scenes and pleasant days ; 

O Father, grant my heart may be 

A fount of sweetest melody. 

When mom and eve have passed away, 
May hope grow bright with darkening day, 
That soon my raptured soul shall soar 
To realms where night shall be no more ; 
And so may each day here be spent 
In watchful, hopeful, sweet content. 



J.jml 18. 

UNKNOWN, YET WELL KNOWN. 
Bene qui latuitf bene vixit. 

NOT scantly taught of heaven is he. 
Nor life hath vainly spent. 
Who, known on high, hath learnt to be, 
If unknown here, content. 

O, blessM is that hidden life. 

That secret walk with God, 
So bright with hope, so free from strife. 

So oft awakening laud ! 

It comes with light, on light depends. 
Shed from the throne above : 

It ends with life that never ends. 
And sinless, deathless love. 
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SINFUL ANGER. 



O, quench, Lord, every thought in me 

On vain distinction bent ; 
And hidden be my life in Thee, 

Peaceful, secure, content. 

PRAISE FOR ALL GOOD. 

ETERNAL Source of good untold, 
Adored in worlds of bliss, 
Let none their grateful praise withhold 
For countless gifts in this. 

For life and friends, for home and food, 
For powers of mind and frame. 

For daily, hourly, earthly good, 
Let each extol Thy Name. 

And O, for hopes that shed the light 

Of Heaven upon our way, 
Like silver stars that deck the night. 

Ere breaks the golden day ; 

For faith and love, for peace and joy. 
For converse sweet with Thee ; 

Let praise our hearts and tongues employ 
With ceaseless melody. 

SINFUL ANGER. 

KEEP Thou my heart, that it may ne*er 
With sinful wrath be stirred ; 
Nor yet, when fitly angered, breathe 
One harsh, unmeasured word. 
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THE WHITE ROBES. 



Give me to feel, if grave the wrong 
Appear which moves my soul, 

That I may err ; whilst Thou, O Lord, 
Art pleased with self-control. 

O, strange, that any child of dust 
To wrath unmeet should wake 

A heart once taught to rest in Thee, 
And holiest joys partake ! 

Lord, I am weak ! but Thou art strong 
To sway thine erring child : 

O, keep me under every wron 
Patient, forgiving, mild. 

In look, in tone, and deep within, 

Bid sinful anger cease ; 
And guard me, guide, and safely lead 

Where all is love and peace. 



THE WHITE ROBES. 

CHRISTIAN, wait the morning ; 
Meekly bear the night ; 
Sweet will be the adorning 
In the robes of white. 

Trust, though sins oppress thee ; 

Hope, though griefs weigh down ; 
Mercy yet shall bless thee ; 

Heaven the conflict crown. 
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INSECT MIRTH. 

There a Sun is shining, 
None as yet may know, 

O'er the " silver lining " 
Of dark clouds below. 

There the soul, oft saddened 
And oft trembling here, 

Sinless made and gladdened, 
Knows nQ more a fear. 

Weak though her confiding 
In her Saviour's grace ; 

Yet, in faith abiding. 
She shall see His face. 

O, then, wait the morning ; 

Meekly bear the night ; 
Sweet will be the adorning 

In the robes of white. 



INSECT MIRTH. 

" O Lord, how manifold are Thy works ! in wisdom 
hast Thou made them all : the earth is full of Thy 
richest'— Psalm civ. 24. 

ABOVE the streamlet's bend, in this warm 
nook. 
How vast the sum of gladness at its height ! 
Yea, overflowing — gladness that cannot brook 

A moment's stillness, but impels to flight 
Whose twinkling evolutions baffle sight, 
And to the eye most fixed and searching 
look 
As weaving but confusion exquisite ; 
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STRENGTH IN CONFIDENCE. 



While yet each wing moves freely, as it took 
A lonely way, fanning the upland breeze. 

In place of beams instinct with life as these! 
And is this joy, so rapturously high, 

A drop, a point immeasurably small, 
Of that which fills the earth, the air, the sky ? 

O, who shall speak Thy praise, great, boun- 
teous Lord of all ! 



STRENGTH IN CONFIDENCE. 

TllE soldier skilled in battle-fields hath 
learned 
That fearless courage nerves him for the 
fight; 
And earthly laurels ever best are earned 

By them who doubt not victory, in spite 
Of fierce and mighty foes ; but bravely stand, 
With eye unshrinking and untrembling hand, 
Bent on one purpose, firm resolved to win 
Through bristling spear and hurled javelin. 

And he who reads of Jesse's son should know 
That strength to fight is in the warrior's 
breast ; 
That weakest weapons shall defeat the foe 
In hands undaunted, that confiding rest. 
Not in their armour, or their skill to wield. 
Not in the hope the foe will quit the field. 
But on a righteous cause and faithful word. 
The cause of truth, the promise of the Lord. 
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WHAT IS MAN ? 

Courage, ye soldiers of the Cross ! be strong ! 
Quit you like men, and lift your banners 

high! 
Above the din of war ev'n now the song, 

The listening ear may catch, of victory ; 
The song of angel witnesses around, 
And soldiers with the wreath of triumph 

crowned : 
On, champions blest ! though mingled with 

the slain. 
Ye cannot lose if faithful ; death were gain. 



WHAT IS MAN ? 

LORD, what is man, that Thou shouldst lool, 
^ With guardian eye on him. 
Through circling bright, adoring hosts 
Of sinless seraphim ;~ 

And through the myriad worlds on high 

That nightly show Thy power. 
And fill with awe his wondering soul, 

Thy great and searchless dower ? 

And what, O, what is man, that all 

Thy marvels he should see ; 
Yet in Thy creatures seek the good 

None find except in Thee ? 

O, bow, my soul, before the Lord ; 

Low at His footstool lie ; 
But rest to crave in aught beside, 

O, rise, my soul, too high. 
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LET THERE BE LIGHT. 



He made thee with the power sublime 
To know Him, love, and laud ; 

O, live to Him, delight in Him, 
And be thy heaven thy God. 



THE DOVE AND THE ARK. 

THE dove from out the ark of old 
Away on fearless wings could fly ; 
Nor seek again that sheltering hold, 

When skies were fair and earth was dry. 

Enough for her the woodlands wild. 
The peaceful glade's reviving green ; 

And the bright sun that o'er her smiled, 
As death and woe had never been. 

Where'er she flew she found a home. 
And there a peaceful nest could make ; 

And thence again could freely roam ; 
And everywhere sweet joys partake. 

My soul ! it is not so with thee ! 

The floods around still swell and flow : 
Once from the ark that shelters flee, 

And whither, whither wilt thou go ? 

c^pril 23, 

LET THERE BE LIGHT. 

A VOICE from out the dawn of time 
Is in my spirit's ear. 
Which I would note, to Truth devote, 
And search and ponder here. 
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THE SUPREME GOOD. 



Let there be light, it saith ; but O ! 

How dark those words to me ! 
I know not what is light, nor what 

It first gave man to see. 

Nor what was earth ere light sprang forth 
Thus at the voice of Heaven ; 

Nor what would be, if none could see 
What now through light is given. 

I muse in vain — ^Ah, no ! for still 

My praise shall rise to Him, 
Who sees 'tis best for earthly rest, 

That light be faint and dim. 

And I will cherish, O my God, 
The hope that, morn and even, 

My light shall grow until I know 
Thee as the Light of heaven. 



THE SUPREME GOOD. 

MY Creator, my Redeemer, 
My one sure unerring Guide, 
Keep me ever, trustful, thankful, 
Whatsoe'er betide. 

And the good supreme, unbounded, 

I would ask all else above, 
Grant me, O my God and Father : 
Fill my soul with love. 
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THE PRESENCE OF GOD. 

Love to Thee, so pure, so fervent. 

Its own light dispels the fear 
That 'twill fail to be accounted 
In Thy sight sincere. 

Love that joys to feel Thee present 

Each returning morn and even ; 
And, that Thou art Love believing, 
Finds in Thee her heaven. 

So, prepared for life eternal, 

When Thou wiliest bid me soar 
There, where all, in Thee delighting, 
Love Thee evermore. 

THE PRESENCE OF GOD. 

LORD, in Thy presence felt and loved 
Fain would I alway live : 
O, grant me now that holiest joy. 
And help unceasing give. 

Lord, in Thy presence, at Thy time, 

I would resigned die : 
O, be Thou more than ever then 

Felt to be dear and nigh. 

In life I can without Thee, Lord, 

Nor act nor feel aright ; 
And none can peace or comfort give. 

If Thou withhold Thy light 

But O ! at last, how desolate. 

How helpless should I lie. 
If in the Everlasting Arms 

I could not rest and die ! 
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THE EVERLASTING ARM. 

THE HEAVENLY GUIDE. 

UNWORTHY though I be, 
Lord, take my trusting hand, 
And kindly lead and guard Thou me 
Safe to the goodly land. 

Unworthy though I be 
Of Thy least gift of grace, 
O, grant me soon Thy face to see 
In Thy blest dwelling-place. 

Father, in mercy hear : 
Not less sufficeth me : 
Thy child in Christ, I venture near, 
Though I unworthy be. 

I venture near, and make 
This vast request to Thee : 
O, guide me to the goodly land. 
Though I unworthy be. 

<§.ptU 27. 

THE EVERLASTING ARM. 

I WILL not mourn my weakness. Lord, 
Though alway felt it be ; 
JNor strength implore Thee to accord, 
Except to cling to Thee. 

Each want Thy love permits shall bless, 

Wfi ^^^ close and closer press 

vnere none shall ever harm. 
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PEACE WITHIN. 



To go alone, in heart beguiled, 

I have too often tried ; 
To fall, as might some feeble child 

That leaves its mother's side. 

Or, like the tender bird that thinks 

On soaring wing to rise, 
And quits the bough, but only sinks 

The farther from the skies. 

Now all I seek, ere love enfold 
Beyond the reach of harm. 

Is just enough of strength to hold 
The Everlasting Arm. 



PEACE WITHIN. 

IF peace within, by day, by night. 
Pass all without, in earth or sky, 
Then do the right, and leave the right 
With God on high. 

Be it ten thousand foes assail 

At once thy name, and seek thy fall, 
A holy life, whatever would fail. 
Will answer all. 

And meek endurance, as He taught 
Who every rule He gave obeyed, 
Will prove a good past speech or thought, 
When words are weighed. 
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HAPPINESS. 



Nor doubt that this the happiest way 
Will surest prove to quell thy foes : 
Fierce winds can only strength display, 
If aught oppose. 

HAPPINESS. 

LOVE to our God is happiness ; 
^ And who hath learnt not Ais, 
Let him believe, and not deceive 
His heart, he loves amiss. 

Love to our God is happiness, 
As saint and seraph know : 

O, make it thine by grace divine. 
And heaven foretaste below. 

It springs and grows with filial trust ; 

Whose power to cheer and bless 
All hearts shall learn, that truly turn 

To God for happiness. 

Tis nurtured by adoring thought 
On His great love and might, 

Who grants to all that on Him call 
His gifts both day and night. 

Who feeds upon the lonely hills 
The flocks that know Him not ; 

Nor leaves in darkest forest depths 
One little bird forgot. 

Yea, who is good to evil men. 
That heed nor note His ways ; 

And breathe no prayer, and feel no care 
For aught that prompts to praise. 
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EVE AND MORN. 



But most 'tis fed by Light from One 
He gave from heaven above, 

To teach and die, and draw us nigh 
To Him with cords of love. 

O bounteous Lord of all, I ask 
Of Thee not more nor less, 

Than aye to find with grateful mind 
In love my happiness. 



EVE AND MORN. 

WHEN the soft dews from Heaven have 
laid 
At eve each earthly care. 
How sweet the peaceful thoughts that aid 
Adoring praise and prayer ! 

And when the woods with song resound. 

As morn lights up the sky, 
How blest the heart whose joy profound 

Makes answering melody ! 

O Thou, who madest eve and morn, 
And woods and birds of song, 

And man for holiest service bom. 
And heavenly bliss ere long ; — 

Incline us more to thankful praise 
And watchful, prayerful strife ; 

Till tranquil nights and happy days 
Bring the bright day of life. 
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TO A SKYLARK. 



B 



SPRING. 

UDS are bursting into beauty ; 

Flowers their first fresh hues display, 
Nature fails not in her duty 
Of the spring-time, day by day 
Earth with garlands to array. 

Lord of nature, for the blossoms 
And the leaves on plant and tree, 

And whatever wakes our bosoms ^ 

To the purest joys that be, 
We will chant our praise to Thee. 

! it makes our journey pleasant, 
Moves the dullest heart to sing, 

When we see Thee, Father, present 
In each bright and lovely thing 
Which returning seasons bring ! 

Hear our praise, Thou Sun, whose beaming 
In the heaven-born spirit glows. 

Thou, the wilderness redeeming, 
Till with gladness it o'erflows 
And doth blossom as the rose. 

We will bless Thee morn and even. 
We will bless Thee noon and night, 

1 111 from earth we soar to heaven. 

And what here appeared so bright 
i^ades in everlasting light. 

I TO A SKYLARK. 

^A^ not chant in the blue dome 
^1 this fair temple, bird of dawn, 
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PRAISE IN SORROW. 



As if on high were yet my home, 

And earth with all its cares were gone ; 
Yet, though thy strain surpasseth mine. 
One note I fain would blend with thine. 

One note of praise to Him who gave 
That power of voice and wing to thee ; 

And more than heart had dared to crave 
In bounteous love hath granted me ; 

One note at least my joy to tell 

That thou, sweet bird, canst praise so well. 

Thy little breast doth seem a fount 
Of music welling from the skies ; 

While thou dost high and higher mount 
As it were in thy heart to rise 

Where seraphs praise the same great King 

Who gives both thee and them to sing. 

O, sing till this bright day decline ! 

I dream of one yet brighter, when 
Still sweeter melodies than thine 

May greet mine ears ; and then, O then, 
Though peerless still be here thy tone, 
Far lovelier there would be mine own. 



Man 8* 

PRAISE IN SORROW. 

CANST thou not breathe glad praise to 
God 
For joys that round thee throng ? 
Then, praise Him for the chastening rod : 
'Twill be a sweeter song. 
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RETURNING SPRING. 

The warbling notes that greet the day, 

Waked by its gladsome light, 
Were never lovely deemed as they 

Which cheer the gloom of night 

And grateful strains, when joys overflow. 

Full many a heart may pour, 
That in the hour of grief and woe 

Can scarce resigned adore. 

Then, though thou breathe not praise to God 
For joys that round thee throng, 

O, praise Him for the chastening rod : 
Twill be a sweeter song. 

RETURNING SPRING. 

WE look around upon returning Spring, 
Source of all life and beauty ! and to 
Thee 
Would turn with renovated love, and sing 
The goodness that adorns each bush and 
tree ; 
But, dull our spirits, and too cold our praise ! 

By sin enfeebled, we essay in vain 
On heavenly wings our earthly thoughts to 
raise, 
And chant Thy glories in a worthier strain ! 

Would that the scene around us could impart 

To us some portion of its living power ; 
And raise these dying feelings of the heart. 
As bursts the bud of spring, and blooms 
the flower ! 
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SOLITUDE. 

Then should the hymn of gratitude ascend 
Pure as the song which seraphim might 
own; 
And ev'n from earth should mortal voices 
blend 
With theirs who sing for ever round the 
throne. 

O God of nature and of grace, look down ! 
Thou that canst deck the dry and withered 
stems 
With lovely hues, to which the monarch's 
crown 
Were mean, though glittering with costliest 
gems. 
Look down on us ! Shall these proclaim Thy 
praise, 
And we be silent ? Lord, revive our 
powers. 
And we will chant Thy love in heavenly lays. 
Till nature's praises shall be poor to ours. 



SOLITUDE. 

ALONE ! alone ! Thus evermore 
The spirit mourns, at home, abroad. 
Until, her dreams and visions o'er, 
She rests in Thee, O God. 

Alone ! alone ! It is the wail 

Of countless hearts that wander on ; 
And breathe in secret grief the tale, 
That hopes once bright are gone. 
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"ONE THING I KNOW. 



Alone ! alone ! O Solitude, 

Unmeet indeed art thou for those 
In whom no self-derived good 
Can yield the heart repose. 

Such good, my spirit, dwells in none, 
In earth beneath or heaven above. 
Save Him, the Great, the Holy One, 
Whose blessedness is Love. 

And hope not peace beneath the sky, 

Till He becomes to thee so dear. 
Thou art content, beloved on high. 
Whatever may fail thee here. 

O, lift the voice of fervent laud. 

That unto thee the way is known 
By which thou may'st draw near to God^ 
And never be alone. 



"ONE THING I KNOW.'' 

WHEN sweetly blooms the woodland 
flower. 
And budding boughs with music ring, 
Though haply clouds above may lower, 
No eye may doubt 'tis Spring. 

And when the laden orchards bend. 

And ripening harvests deck the plain. 
Ye see, though storms the welkin rend^ 
'Tis Autumn's bounteous reign. 
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DARKNESS AND LIGHT. 

Yet, who the first sweet time may know, 
When Winter yields to Spring's caress, 
Or fruitful fields and orchards show 
Their Autumn loveliness ? 

Not less concealed is oft the hour 

When Heavenly beams first melt the heart ; 
Or first, with deeper, kindlier power, 
Celestial joys impart. 

One thing alone not seldom seems 

All that the Light Divine reveals ; 
The Sun shines o^er him, for his beams 
The pilgrim sweetly feels. 

O Father, ever in Thy love 

This conscious earnest grant to me 
Of Light ineffable above. 
In Paradise with Thee. 



Btttu 7. 

DARKNESS AND LIGHT. 

WHEN shrouding darkness passed away, 
And earth's green orb shone bright 
and fair. 
With flowers and fruits in fresh array. 
What bounteous love was there ! 

God saw His work of skill and might. 

As all complete and pure it stood, 
A world of joy in glorious light. 
And He pronounced it good. 

zox 



TO A SKYLARK. 

When, deeper darkness to dispel, 
He gave His only Son for men, 
To teach, to die, to vanquish Hell, 
What boundless love was then ! 

And when, at that great final day 

Which earth yet waits, to be renewed, 
Pain, g^ef, death, sin, have passed away. 
All shall indeed be good ! 

TO A SKYLARK. 

WHICH moves more quickly ? Throat 
or wings ? 
Warbler, I can but tell. 
That, throat or wings, no bird that sings 
For joy shows joy so well. 

No ; Blackbird, Throstle, Nightingale, 

Sweet as we own their skill. 
Never poured forth so blithe a tale, 

And, Lark — they never will. 

Too close to earth they spend their days ; 

They cannot soar as thou ; 
Up in the sky thou sing'st thy lays ; 

They chant upon a bough. 

And so, till they can get thy wing, 

And mount into the blue. 
Blithest of all thy notes shall ring. 

And best wake gladness too. 

Ah ! would my heart, as free from sin 

As thine, could oft ascend. 
To praise where grief shall ne'er begin. 

And gladness ne'er shall end !— 
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THE PAST SHOWER. 



Nor less, that some could hear thy voice 

Who Sad in cities lie, 
Till they too could in song rejoice, 

And, singing, reach the sky ! 

O peerless little chorister ! 

I doubt not thou wert given 
To our chief want to minister. 

And lift our hearts to heaven. 



THE PAST SHOWER. 

THE shower is past; and through the vale 
one song 
Alone doth welcome the returning rays ; 
But that so clear, so full, it were to wrong 

Its melody, methinks, to speak its praise, 
Except with answering sweetness. (5, again 
Repeat, glad bird, thine own rich notes, 
before 
Others, still hushed and hidden, join the 
strain : 
Thy single voice to me now lovelier seems 
than more. 

How fresh the air ! how sweet the hawthorn 
blossom ! 
The very earth is fragrant ! as the shower 
Had left some delicate perfume on her bosom, 
While making yet more odorous every 
flower : 
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LIVING TO ONE. 

The grass, the trees, all glisten, and reflect 
With dazzling brightness the descending 
beams : 
Ah ! who that looked around could now sus- 
pect 
That ev'n one spot on earth with sin and 
sadness teems. 

Could any deem it were a rebel earth 

That thus is clothed with beauty as a robe.^ 
Could any, listening now to nature's mirth, 

Believe the mortal monarch of the globe 
Treads it in tears? O righteous, bounteous 
God! 

Let other beams be yet more largely given, 
Let other showers descend on man's abode. 

Till human hearts accord more both with 
earth and heaven ! 

Mag: 10. 

LIVING TO ONE. 

A HE ART that in its love and joy 
Sings many a secret song. 
And holds communion oft with Heaven 
Amidst an earthly throng ; — 

That covets wealth, nor rank, nor note, 
Nor aught that earth can give ; 

But in the light of Love Divine 
Can calmly, greatly live ; — 

And still so single is, and fixed. 
That come what may to lure 

Or scare it from the narrow way, 
T'will firm to right endure ; — 
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TO A MOUNTAIN ASH. 

O Thou who alway hearest prayer, 

Father, vouchsafe me this ; 
And make me meet for service sweet 

Where all is love and bliss. 

map 11» 

MURMURING DEPRECATED. 

SONS of men, awake and sing ! 
Wiser, holier, happier be ! 
Far away be murmuring. 
As ye heaven would see ! 

In the g^ave is no device. 

Work, nor thought of wisdom's ways : 
Will ye there for Paradise 

Learn glad songs of praise ? 

Lips that living did not know 
How to breathe the loving breath 

Of sweet praises, shall they grow 
Skilled to praise in death ? 

O, awake ye now, and sing ! 

Wiser, holier, happier be ! 
Far away be murmuring. 

As ye heaven would see ! 

TO A MOUNTAIN ASH. 

AND art thou first to deck the Spring 
Here with green boughs that gently 
spread. 
Who, till the woods were withering, 
Didst Autumn deck with berries red ? 
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TO A MOUNTAIN ASH. 



Oft have I loved thy kind before, 
And plants thereof with plunder rash 

Borne to my home ; but now still more 
That home shall bloom with Mountain Ash. 

Seen through my lattice thou shalt bring 

To Fancy's eye woods, glens, and hills ; 
And opening fern in days of Spring : 

And in the Summer fresh cool rills. 
That flow with music soft and clear. 

Or bolder streams, that leap and dash 
From rock to rock, shall more endear 

Thy fair white blossoms, Mountain Ash. 

When sultry summer months are gone. 

And thou, to deck the fading scene, 
Dost gently put thy corals on. 

And bloom as if my garden's queen. 
Fancy shall hear the woodman's axe, 

And oak-trees fall with solemn crash. 
But ah ! his pitiless attacks 

Shall come not near my Mountain Ash. 

And though the storm shall strip thee bare. 

Yet, clothed again in spotless white, 
Thy branches to my heart shall bear 

A warning of the wintry night 
When I shall wait enrobed like thee. 

Till the bright day shall on me flash ; 
And thus my monitress shall be — 

A silent, snow-clad Mountain Ash. 
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LIFE AND ITS ISSUES. 

map 13. 

FRIENDS OF GOD. 

LORD of all the worlds on high 
^ That adorn the midnight sky, 
And afar past thought extend, — 
King of kings, who on Thy throne 
Sway'st the universe alone, 
Wilt Thou call a man Thy friend ? 

Thou, who art of eyes so pure 
That no sin Thou canst endure 

In what Thy great love did plan, — 
Wilt Thou yet, with grace divine, 
Not to spare alone incline, 

But ev'n thus exalt a man t 

Lord, I muse upon Thy ways, 
And in vain my heart essays 

Duly all Thy grace to laud ; 
But my prayer in mercy hear ; 
Ever let my life appear 

Worthy of a friend of God. 



mag 14. 

LIFE AND ITS ISSUES. 

WERE life one chain 
Of grief and pain. 
And poverty and strife, 
While at its close 
Came heaven's repose, 

. Poor were all praise for life. 
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THE GREAT INVISIBLB. 

That close so blest 
Of perfect rest, 

O ! shall it be mine own, 
If I but give 
My heart and live 

To Thee, my God, alone ? 

May I too know 
Much good below. 

Before this life be past ; 
And then ascend 
Where never end 

The joys supreme at last ? 

O Lord my God, 
Thy name to laud 

Aright indeed were blest ; 
But, since that strain 
May none attain, 

Accept, though poor, my best. 



THE GREAT INVISIBLE. 

OUR sweetest treasure here below 
Hath never met our eyes ; 
Unseen within the seen is still 
What most we love and prize. 

The gentle, fond, unselfish heart, 
No sight may pierce to this ; 

Yet here, whatever delight the gaze, 
Is love's fresh spring of bliss. 
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DO A LITTLE RIGHT. 



Tis SO of Thee, great Source of all ! 

Vainly we long to see 
That Self Divine our hearts adore ; 

It may not, cannot be. 

No eye of sense shall ever scan 

The Good Supreme above : 
'Tis but Thy Shrine, the universe ; 

Thyself, O God, art Love. 

O Father, grant that more and more 
My love, like Thine may be, 

Till, meet for rest, I join the blest, 
And dwell for aye with Thee. 

DO A LITTLE RIGHT. 

TRUTH and wisdom seek and prize ; 
Spare upon them time nor pains : 
Whether for the earth or skies^ 
They yield priceless gains. 

Not by doing much, believe. 
Put we evil best to flight : 
Rather this brief rule receive ; 
Do a little right. 

Countless men of busy thought, 

Prompt to act, or prone to moil. 
Have well-nigh but mischief wrought 
Answering to their toil. 

Truth and wisdom then pursue, 

Let who will contemn or slight ; 
And be this enough for you ; 
Do a little right 
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SPRING AFTER WINTER. 

SPRING AFTER WINTER. 

ON this fair earth, O mortals, 
Look far and wide around ! 
See, Spring with countless garlands 
A Hand unseen hath crowned ! 

But late the snows of Winter 
On every side were spread ; 

And woods, and fields, and gardens 
Looked desolate and dead. 

The vernal sun broke on them ; 

And, as from death, arose 
Fresh forms and hues of beauty, 

Where lay the winter snows. 

Another Spring yet cometh ; 

A brighter Sun will break ; 
And countless saints departed 

Shall then to rapture wake ! 

With forms divinely moulded. 
Like angels from the skies. 

Shall they from death and darkness 
To light and life arise. 

Weak is your faith, O mortals ? 

With thought yet more profound. 
Muse on the snows of Winter ; 

See Spring with garlands crowned ! 

Is still your faith but feeble ? 

O breathe a prayer ! — and then, 
Behold, from death and darkness. 

The Light and Life of men ! 
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THE CUCKOO. 

mau 18. 

THE CUCKOO. 

SWEET herald of the lovely things that be 
So strong to lure thee from thy haunts 
remote, 
Never more welcome than thine own to me 
Was nature's tenderest or blithest note. 

Well doth thy voice beseem its tale of Spring ; 

Thy pleasant, never-wearying employ ; 
Soft as the dove's and as unvarying : 

Hers breathes of love and peace, thine love 
and joy. 

Would that mine own could half as sweetly 
tell 
The feelings vag^e and dim, yet strong and 
deep, 
Which thou hast power to waken from their 
cell 
Wherein they live and sleep — how lightly 
sleep ! 

In youth I loved thee for thy note that owns 
No likeness amid all in earth or air ; 

But more methinks because thy vernal tones 
Came blent with blossoms, lambs, and 
meadows fair. 

And, it may be, I loved thee not the less. 
Because I ne'er had seen thy slender wing : 

No plumage beautiful as fancy's dress ; 
No form so fair as her imagining. 
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THE CUCKOO. 

Ripe years are come, and thou art dearer now 
Than thou wert then, sweet messenger of 
Spring ; 

Telling more clearly from thy leafy bough 
How good to all that lives is nature's King. 

Thy heart is full of joy ; yea, overflows ; 

And birds and butterilies and insects small 
Are glad as thou ; while every flower that 
blows 

Around thee seems to brighten at thy calL 

And I partake with each ! I, who alone 

Deserve a life of deep unmingled sadness, 
Wake with the fragjrant breeze, and thy soft 
tone, 
To take my share so large in nature's glad- 
ness! 

How good to all that lives is nature's King ! 
Again, again, sweet bird, shout, shout thy 
praise: 
And you, ye warblers, loud and louder sing; 
And forests, hills, and streams, your voices 
raise! 

And I, least worthy, too will lift my song, 
Till distant echoes all around shall ring, 

And this glad sound with answering voice 
prolong, 
How good to all that lives is nature*s King! 
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EARTHLY AND HEAVENLY QUIRES. 

THE RAIN OVER AND GONE. 

THE bright-eyed throstle shakes her wings, 
And, in her sweetest strain, 
Perched amid hawthorn blossoms, sings 
A farewell to the rain. 

And oft has she, on that same tree, 

As sweetly sung before 
The self-same song ; but cannot see 

It should be sung no more. 

O, blest be that instinctive art, 

Not here surpassed by any. 
Whence joy in song from one full heart 

Flows over into many ! 

So rich, so full, so loud, so clear, 

Are those glad notes of thine, 
I can but lend a listening ear — 

And feel no heart for mine. 

Yet, let me muse, in silence muse, 

On that blest Power on high. 
Which doth delights like thine diffuse 

Through earth, and sea, an*d sky. 



man ^0. 

EARTHLY AND HEAVENLY QUIRES. 

MAN, with silent voice and lyre, 
May go mourning griefs and wrongs ; 
But his Lord hath yet a quire 
That delights in cheerful songs. 

113 I 



PRAISE IN PAIN. 

He hath one upon the earth 
Whose glad notes unceasing rise ; 

And, of higher, nobler birth. 
One we hear not in the skies. 

By the warbling birds around 

Teach us. Lord, more happy ways ; 

And like them let us abound 
Day by day in songs of praise. 

• 

From the seraph hosts on high, 
Who in sweetest strains adore. 

May we learn, ere yet we die. 
Thee to praise for evermore. 

PRAISE IN PAIN. 

WHEN the dull frame, suffering sore, 
Still must lie from mom to even, 
Let the wingM spirit soar 
Till it smile in heaven. 

If it must descend again 

To the dim room from the sky, 
It shall better rest with pain 
For that flight on high. 

And, from weakness gathering strength, 

Up to heaven again shall soar, 
And again, until at length 
It return no more. 

Then, how sweet the perfect rest 

Following close the changeful day, 
With the thought, 'mid seraphs blest. 
It shall last for aye ! 
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TO THE FIRST SWALLOW. 

Christian sufferer, that wouldst know 

All that meek, strong faith can gain, 
Ev'n with tears let praises flow 
Unto God for pain. 

M&^ 22. 

STRENGTH IN SORROW. 

LORD, each murmur past forgive ; 
^ Each forbidden tear or sigh ; 
And vouchsafe me grace to live 
Alway meekly, thankfully. 

Owns my reason, owns my heart. 

None may claim aught good from Thee ; 

And, whate'er Thy grace impart. 
Evil is deserved by me. 

Yet the impatient thought will rise. 

Rise despite the holier will : 
Father, till I reach the skies, 

Lend me strength for every ill. 

Grant me faith that can survey 
All through suffering won for me. 

Till, upon my heavenward way. 
Ceaseless praise ascend to Thee. 

man 23. 

TO THE FIRST SWALLOW. 

"TT^IS not one blossom makes a Spring, 
X Nor yet one swallow makes a Summer ; 
But a sweet promise both may bring ; 

And thine is sweet, thou glad new-comer. 
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TO THE FIRST SWALLOW. 

Thy twittering voice, thy pinions light, 
That glance and glide with fleetest motion, 

Unwearied, though but yester-night 
They buoyed thee o*er the \ride-spread 
ocean, — 

A welcome promise bring once more 
Of sparkling waters, waving meadows, 

And countless things that fleet before 
My spirit's eye in glimmering shadows ; — 

Till, gazing on thee wheeling near. 
And hailing thee with joyful bosom, 

I know not whether is more dear, 
The summer bird or vernal blossom. 

The blossom brought a promise sweet ; 
Sweet too is thine, thou glad new-comer ; 

And I will joy, though pinions fleet 
Too aptly tell of joys in Summer! 

Too aptly } Nay, that word recall : 
Deem rather it were cause for weeping, 

If pleasant Summer days were all. 
And never came a day of reaping. 

Or mark the swift-winged foreigner 
Again, and check each thought of sadness 

All here may fade : it grieves not her : 
She knows another land of gladness. 
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COMFORT FOR THE FEEBLE. 

ACKNOWLEDGMENT OF ERROR. 

IF e'er in some assertion strong 
*Tis shown thou wert mistaken quite, 
Freely acknowledge thou wert .wrong, 

And then at least thou wilt be right ; 
And right too where, 'tis plain to see, 
The multitude fail utterly. 

O shun, my heart would thine beseech, 
That poor unworthy way of pride ; 

Dull silence where there should be speech 
Clear as was that which truth denied : 

So anger, haply waked, shall cease, 

And in two hearts at once be peace. 

Nor peace alone ; but love may grow, 
Or spring between them ; — much to bless 

And cheer them in their way below ; — 
For nothing wins like nobleness ; 

And fraught with pure and sweet delights 

Is all that heart to heart unites ! 

mag 25. 

COMFORT FOR THE FEEBLE. 

HAST thou feeble been from birth ? 
Let not this thy spirit gloom : 
Earth may softlier fall to earth ; 
Time more gently ope the tomb. 

All unknown to thee the height 
Where exult the strong and hale ; 

By an easier, briefer flight 
Thou may'st reach the shaded vale. 
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•*N0 FRIENDS BUT GOD AND DEATH. 

Rather, hast thou never been 
Far away from regions fair ? 

Thou, as fades this earthly scene, 
May'st more speedily be there. 

O, be thine the faith which saith, 
In that little strength is given, 

Life for me is nearer death ; 
Earth for me is nearer heaven ! 

Mag 26. 

"NO FRIENDS BUT GOD AND DEATH."* 

NO friends but God and Death ! 
If true, yet blest art thou, 
While these abide, though all beside 
Should bitterest hate avow. 

No friends but God and Death ! 
Still praise, give thanks, adore : 
By grace divine all good is thine, 
Now and for evermore. 

If thee to serve shall come. 
When fails this mortal breath, 
That dreaded thing, proclaimed " the King 
Of Terrors," darksome death ; — 

O, what shall be thy bliss. 
Once past all earthly strife, 
To see, thus freed, the King indeed. 
The Lord of light and life! 



* These words are put into the lips of a mourner by 
one of our older Divines, but whom I cannot recall. 
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DISTRUST OF HUMANITY. 

To see, and look around, 
Where hosts in praise combine, 
And feel the love of all above 
Is thine, for ever thine ! 

O, glad and thankful be, 
Until thy latest breath ; 
For blest is he eternally 
Whose friends are God and Death. 

DISTRUST OF HUMANITY. 

WHATEVER of evil here we must 
Not seldom mourn to see, 
O, shun the withering dark distrust 
Of wide humanity ! 

Each fellow- man thy God hath made ; 

Nor one is wholly vile : 
With love unfeigned the worst persuade, 

And answering love may smile. 

God wins by love : try thou His way : 

It will not fail with all : 
Some hearts are " of the Truth," and they 

Rise from the lowest fall. 

Nor spare to search thine own heart well, 

And thine own life beside ; 
So sympathy shall lend its spell, 

And help thy love to guide. 

O, thus grow strong, thou child of dust ; 

And then, whatever thou see, 
'Twill wake no withering dark distrust 

Of wide humanity. 
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PRESENT ILL SUFFICIENT. 

SUNLIGHT. 

O FATHER, let the beams that fall, 
To light, to deck, to bless the earth. 
That Sun, Thy greatest gift recall, 
Whence heavenly life derives its birth. 

And warbling strains, and odours rare, 
And lovely hues on field and tree. 

Oft bid them chase each earthly care 
And deepen, Lord, my joy in Thee. 

Let countless wonders that proclaim 
The goodness, skill, and power above, 

Kindle within my breast a flame 
Of grateful and adoring love. 

Love, holy love ! the spring, the sum 
Of all that now I seek or pray ; 

The heaven within my heaven to come, 
The sunlight of my earthly day. 

PRESENT ILL SUFFICIENT. 

SUFFICIENT to the day the present ill, 
Was kindly uttered by a heavenly voice ; 
And one, inspired to teach his Master's will, 
Hath bid us alway in the Lord rejoice. 

Then, darken not the present with the past, 
Nor borrow shadows from a future sky : 

Tis in the present that thy lot is cast. 
And there thy duties will for ever lie. 
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EVIL THOUGHTS. 



The burden of to-day each heart may bear, 
' That prays with faith, and is to conscience 

true; 
But, who that knows his feebleness would dare 
To take upon himself to-morrow's too ? 

O, rather, listening to thy Lord, rejoice 
To trust Him now, and now to do His will ; 

And, hour by hour, be mindful of the voice, 
Sufficient to the day the present ill ! 



MoQ 80. 

EVIL THOUGHTS. 

AH, mournful truth ! that all the hours 
To thoughts which harmed and troubled 
given. 
Might have been spent in calm content. 
And deeds of love, and thoughts of heaven ! 

O, teach me. Thou who only canst, 
To guard with never ceasing care 

Each secret entrance of my heart, 
And grieve no more Thy Spirit there. 

Bid trust, and hope, and love give birth 
To all well-pleasing, Lord, to Thee ; 

To works benign, to thoughts devout. 
And joys which only Thou canst see. 

O, grant me more and more, my God, 
To highest, holiest things to rise ; 

And live while here as known and dear 
To Thee and Thine in blissful skies. 
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SUMMER. 

ONE TEST OF SINCERITY. 

HOW peaceful and how loving from their 
prayers 
Do faithful, fervent suppliants arise ! 
And who shall doubt, despite of troublous 
cares 
And transient anger, they shall reach the 
skies ? 

Christian, when thou wouldst search and try 
thy ways. 
Let this one test of thy devotion be : 
And O, may He to whom none vainly prays 
Grant that the quest may oft-times solace 
thee! 

Nor solace only, but may strengthen too ; 

Making thee gentler, kinder, day by day ; 
Until the bright world break upon thy view, 

And Love, its Light, shall thy whole spirit 
sway. 

SUMMER. 

BRIGHT Summer now lights up the skies : 
Lord, light with love my heart and mind ; 
And all my powers in strongest ties 
To Thy free, happy service bind. 

Without such pure and priceless good. 
Peace would I neither seek nor know : 

Rather be earth a solitude. 
And heaven with beauty cease to glow ! 
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GOD IS LOVE. 



Thy grace hath taught me this to prize, 
And still to this my spirit clings ; 

Although too oft, alas ! mine eyes 
Are lured and won by meaner things. 

O, then, as Summer lights the skies, 

Light Thou with love my heart and mind 

And all my powers in strongest ties 
To Thy free, happy service bind. 



GOD IS LOVE. 

OUR God is Love : O, sweetly sing 
A glad and thankful hymn ; 
And with that music blend a prayer, 
That Thou mayst be like Him. 

Our God is love : O, ponder this 

In all thy darksome days ; 
Till clouds are touched with golden hues. 

And sorrow smiles her praise. 

Our God is Love : when sin shall tempt, 

Let this great truth impart 
A power divine ; and turn away 

With loathing in thy heart. 

Our God is Love : when nature fails, 

Then fix thy gaze above ; 
And calmly wait till Heaven reveals 

How Life, Death — all is Love. 
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ANGER AND SPEECH. 
JtXXtB 3* 

ALONE WITH THEE. 

ALONE with Thee ! now teach me, Lord, 
O, teach me all Thy will ; 
And move my heart, and strength impart, 
To love it and fulfil. 

Alone with Thee ! 'tis solitude 

Sublime wherever it be ; 
And every grief finds sweet relief. 

That seeks it thus with Thee, 

Foi^ve me, that with good so great, 

So priceless, in my power. 
My spirit still can yield to ill, 

And know one mournful hour. 

And O, incline me more, my God» 

Until my home shall be 
Amid the blest, to muse and rest 

And praise — alone with Thee ! 



ANGER AND SPEECH. 

ART thou angry ? With firm will, 
Whatsoe'er the wrong may be, 
Bid the ready tongue be still. 
And to wait for tAee, 

When the tranquil self returns, 

And the holy fire of love 
Only in thy bosom burns. 

Then, if meet, reprove : — 
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NOT ALONE. 



Weighing well what nature gave 

To thy brother's heart and mind ; 
And the Love which, all to save, 
Would hava>all be kind ;■ — 

Pondering too how many a deed, 

Feeling, thought, and word of thine 
Doth, each day thou Hvest, need 
Pardoning grace divine. 

Then the great command fulfil. 

By so few yet understood : 
Be not overcome of ill ; 
Overcome with good. 
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June 5. 

NOT ALONE. 

THOU, through whose redeeming love 



The beams of mercy from above 

Upon my heart have shone, 
I bless Thy name that solitude. 
Whose power is oft in vain withstood. 

Is for Thy servant gone. 

Stillness profound may reign around, 
The ear may catch no earthly sound. 

No form may meet the eye ; 
Yet listening love can hear a voice 
That whispers comfort, and rejoice 

In One for ever nigh. 

O Lord my God, accept the praise 
This heart and tongue must feebly raise. 

Until the day shall dawn, 
When I shall praise Thee as I Would, 
'Mid countless hosts, that solitude 

Is more than ever gone. 
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DELIGHT IN GOD. 

JTtme 6. 

LEAVE TO-MORROW. 

AS thy days shall strength be given 
Hark, my spirit, every morn ; 
And, with tranquil trust in Heaven, 
Leave to-morrow till 'tis born. 

One, forget not, is thy Master, 
Who His every servant knows ; 

And asks other work nor faster 
Than befits what He bestows. 

Singly every task is set thee ; 

Singly, calmly, be it done ; 
Let no aims unworthy fret thee ; 

And thou shalt be harmed by none. 

Singly comes each hour of sorrow 

Suffered upon thee to fall : 
Leave to-morrow's till to-morrow. 

Which may never come at all. 

O my Father, single-hearted 

Let me live to Thee alone, 
Till I praise for days departed 

Where to-morrow is not known. 

Jtma 7. 

DELIGHT IN GOD. 
Ps. xxxvii. 4. 

LORD, I would delight in Thee, 
Choose that highest, noblest part ; 
And Thy promise trust, to give 
The desires within my heart. 
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EARTH AND HEAVEN. 



Yet, how vast are those desires! 

Deathless love and endless bliss ! 
O my Father, can it be, 

Thou wilt surely grant me this ? 

Shall I never, never die ? 

Thee, adoring, ever see ? 
Hear my prayer, all-bounteous Lord, 

Fill me with delight in Thee ! 

Sins that quench its living source. 
Make me more and more to hate ; 

Doubts and fears that overcloud, 
In Thy mercy dissipate. 

By Thy Spirit, O my God, 

Let the deep calm joy be given ; 

And, that earnest in my soul, 
I will wait the opening Heaven. 



Jtme 8. 

EARTH AND HEAVEN. 

OGOD, I bless Thee for this world so fair ; 
Yet more, that here I may converse 
with Thee, 
And *midst the wonders of Thy hand prepare 
To chant Thy praises in eternity. 

'Tis Sweet to trace Thy wisdom, power, and love 
In all things here with lavish beauty fraught : 
How sweet to trace them evermore above. 
In scenes of glory passing mortal thought ! — 
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PRESENT LOSS AND GAIN. 

Scenes that awaken ever new delight ; 
And still fresh love, fresh gratitude inspire 
In seraph hosts, that with Thy saints unite 
In one loud song, and with one soul admire. 

God, can it be such life shall come through 

death ? 
Shall more than noontide light on darkness 

break ? 
O, hear my prayer ! And till my latest breath 
Guide me and keep me for my Saviour's sake ! 



JtxxtB 9* 

PRESENT LOSS AND GAIN. 

BY the sin of to-day there is loss to-day 
May every day be true ; 
For oft the springs of saddening things 
Are hidden from mortal view. 

By goodness to-day there is gain to-day, 

A truth not less may be ; 
For pleasure hath springs, like evil things, 

Which only one Eye can see. 

But this is as sure as that words endure 
Which are writ in the Book on high ; 

That we lose by sin, and by goodness win, 
In the great eternity. 

O, choose thou, my heart, the wiser part* 

For present and future too : 
By sin it is vain to hope to gain. 

While God is yet good and true. 
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THE ONE ARK. 

BLESSED ARE THE MEEK. 

TO breathe reproach, and harsh and angry 
grow, 
Who hath not learnt may cost him keener woe 
Than patience and mute sufferance ever know ? 

O, blessed are the meek past human thought; 
And ever blessed be His name who taught 
By what sweet ways must highest good be 
sought. 

On earth the meek are cherished by the Hand 
Of love no wrathful spirits understand ; 
And they shall reach ere long the goodly land, 

The promised land of purity and peace ; 
And knowledge that shall more and more 

increase ; 
And love and praises that shall never cease. 

THE ONE ARK. 

IF life be oft a troubled flood. 
There are who from a peaceful ark 
Look forth, nor doubt that all is good, 
Though skies be hid, and waves be dark. 

Within Thy Church, O Lord Divine, 
Lit by Thy love, are peace and rest ; 

Secure to all, since all are Thine, 
And all believe Thy will is best. 
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RICH WITHIN. 

Not death itself to them shall be 
An evil, come whene'er it will ; 

But rather, Thy sure remedy 
For every yet remaining ill. 

'Twill take them home with joy to greet 
Unnumbered friends of form divine ; 

And Thee, O Lord, with rapture meet. 
And feel they are for ever Thine. 

O Father, strengthen Thou mine eye 
To gaze on either side of death ; 

Nor less my heart, when death is nigh. 
To praise Thee with departing breath. 

Inxte 12. 

RICH WITHIN. 

WHATEVER thine outward lot or choice ; 
Whatever thou lose or win ; 
O list, and yield to Wisdom's voice I 
Be alway rich within. 

Nor doubt thou may'st : since time began. 

Never was good more free 
To quest or grasp of mortal man, 

Than is true wealth to thee. 

Cease but to yearn for outward things ; 

Choose to be wise and pure ; 
Soar oft on faith and love's glad wings ; 

And count sin only poor ; — 

Then God shall bless thy noble choice ; 

Thou the great prize shalt win ; 
And, sure as Truth is Wisdom's voice, 

Be alway rich within. 
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DEEMING ILLS WELCOMED. 

BEAUTY AND JOY. 

ON this fair earth sweet flowers upspring, 
Bright insects sport, blithe warblers 
sing ; 
Through all the air, the sea, the ground, 
Beauty and joy untold abound. 

On this fair earth glad children smile. 
And old and young their griefs beguile 
With quenchless hope ; while Heaven imparts 
Pure pleasures to unnumbered hearts. 

Yet, mingled with the bright and glad. 
Are evils dark, and sufferings sad : 
Great God ! I bow with awe profound. 
And wait Thy time that depth to sound ! 

So peace within my breast shall dwell. 
And love shall joy Thy praise to tell. 
Until from earth my spirit soar. 
To know, and therefore love. Thee more. 

SEEMING ILLS WELCOMED. 

ALL that moveth me to be 
More devote in heart to Thee, 
Be it welcome. Lord, to me. 
And accounted best ! 

Now and ever let me trace 
In what seemeth ill Thy grace. 
Bidding me to seek Thy face. 
And in Thee to rest. 
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THE SILENT LARK. 

Much may wound me, much may vex. 
Disappoint, alarm, perplex ; 
But sweet trust all evil checks, 
Till it end in death. 

O my Father, bless mine aim ; 
Trust inspire, and love inflame, 
Which shall joy to praise Thy Name, 
Till my latest breath. 

Jtm© X5. 

THE SILENT LARK. 

FROM the still, long grass around 
Suddenly a skylark rose ; 
Then, as quickly to the ground 

Dropped, — and all was mute repose. 

Yet the sun was in the sky. 

And the sky was clear and bright. 

Why, thou sweetest minstrel, why 
Were so brief thy song and flight ? 

I have seen thee upward soar, 

When the heavens were dark and drear ; 
And thy rapturous music pour, 

When I little cared to hear. 

I have wondered thou wert glad. 

When all else seemed wrapped in gloom ; 

And well-nigh, with bosom sad. 

Envied thee heart, voice, and plume. 

Now I joyed to hear a song 

Worthy of a summer day ; 
And would fain have watched thee long 

Mounting on thy heavenward way. 
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CENSORIOUSNESS. 



Why, then, fitful warbler, why- 
Didst thou just begin thy strain ; 

And then bend thee down, and lie 
Still amidst the grass again ? 

Ah ! too often in the ray 

Of a brighter sun have I 
Upward soared a little way. 

With a note of ecstasy ; 

Then, like thee, sunk down to earth ! 

Quickly sunk too — and alas ! 
From the things of endless worth 

To the things which fade as grass ! 

Haply some bright seraph sighed 
O'er so brief a song and flight ; 

Ev*n as I to see thee glide 
Down so suddenly from sight. 

Silent minstrel ! may we both. 

When we next spread forth the wing, 

Yield to neither grief nor sloth. 

But still mount, and mount, and sing ! 

Now in dark days, now in clear. 
May we still with praise arise ; 

Sure, whatever ills be here, 
None can reach us in the skies ! 

CENSORIOUSNESS. 

NEEDS not he be very holy, 
Who can freely others blame ? 
Rather he, whatever he deemetb, 
Is unworthy of the name. 
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BOAST NOT THYSELF OF TO-MORROW. 

Not the primal step in goodness 

Hath he duly taken yet ; 
For humility he lacketh 

Who can charity forget. 

O, be wiser thou, my spirit ; 

Shun both speech and thought severe ; 
And, if blame thou must thy brother, 

Do it in his secret ear. 

Do it justly, gently, kindly, 
And as one who doth bemoan, 

Whatsoe'er the faults of others, 
Far more bitterly his own. 

So may'st thou impart a blessing. 
And thyself a blessing know. 

Here on earth ; but what beyond it 
Only Heaven itself can show. 

Ixxxte 17. 

BOAST NOT THYSELF OF TO-MORROW. 

BOASTEST thou thy youth and strength, 
While the storm around thee raves } 
Go, and ponder well the length 
Of the little churchyard graves. 

Count their number o'er as well. 
Though the task may mournful be ; 

And, whatever tale they tell. 
Hear it as a voice to thee. 

Tis a truth which nature kind 

Would that thou and all should learn ; 

And, to keep it still in mind, 
Showeth wheresoever we turn. 
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LOVE GAINED BY LOVE. 

Fruits to tossing branches cling 
Through a stormy summer day : 

Tender blossoms in the spring 
One light breeze may sweep away. 

Lambs may frolic in the sun ; 

But how oft the pensive dams, 
Circling whom they leap and run, 

Long outlive the playful lambs ! 

Newborn rills, when summer glows. 
Quickly fail to dance and sing ; 

But the ancient river flows 

Onward still, though murmuring. 

Youth ! from nature grave, or gay. 
Learn to flee from sin and sorrow : 

Say not, *tis too soon to-day. 
Lest it be too late to-morrow ! 



ItxxtB 18. 

LOVE GAINED BY LOVE. 

IF e'er thy heart by lack of love 
In other hearts be pained, 
Forget not that by love alone 
What thou wouldst have is gained. 

Anger will only more estrange, 

Nor will reproach avail ; 
But patient, gentle, godlike love 

Shall scarce be found to fail. 
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PHILOMEL. 

Yea, godlike love ; for so our hearts 

Are by their Maker won ; 
And, did our coldness wake but wrath, 

Ev'n He were loved by none. 

O, blessed be His holy Name ! 

What He commandeth each 
Himself, in His beloved Son, 

Doth by example teach. 



PHILOMEL. 

WHAT ear could turn from Philomel, 
When lavish of her sweetest notes 
When the deep joy her song would tell. 

As through the moonlit grove it floats, 
Is warbled forth in strains so clear. 
To share it is — to pause, and hear ! 

Ah, would that I could learn of thee. 
Sweet bird, with sinless heart to sing ! 

My strains at earliest morn should be 
As glad as midnight moonbeams bring ; 

And oft should tell with power intense 

The ecstasy of innocence. 

Amidst their toils and cares and wants, 
My song should charm the ears of men, 

Till joys sprang up in busiest haunts, 
As pure as thine in lovely glen : 

A light in their own breasts should show, 

Since God is here, a heaven below. 
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THE world's minion. 

Jtm© 20. 

THE WORLD'S MINION. 

" If the world would make me his minion, he could 
give me but what he hath." — Bishop HalL' 

DID the world make me her minion, 
She could give me but her best ; 
Power, wealth, mirth, her fair opinion ; 
Shadows all by fancy drest ! 

Should her mightiest power delight me, 
Power would fail when needed most ; 

Death with viewless arm could smite me, 
Though I swayed a countless host. 

Were her gold and silver treasured ; 

Did I crave, and hoard, and crave ; 
Let the worth of dust be measured — 

To the dust within the grave. 

If the song, the dance, the viol. 

Lured my feet where beauty smiles. 

All that thou couldst boast, the trial. 
Mirth, would prove but cheating wiles. 

By a name were I transported. 
Hell might echo with a laugh. 

When the bright renown I courted 
Ended in— an epitaph ! 

Shadows ! let the world pursue ye ! 

I will cleave to Power divine : 
Glory, gladness, wealth, I view ye 

All in this — the Lord is mine ! 
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WATCH. 

NEVER MURMUR MORK 

KNOWST thou well the sufferer's part. 
And not less complainings sore ? 
Take this counsel to thy heart ; 
Never murmur more. 

Change thy murmurings into praise : 

God, it may be, yet will bless 
Bounteously thy future days, 
For thy thankfulness. 

Haply, many an evil past 

Came thy pleasures to alloy ; 
For that countless gifts and vast 
Woke few songs of joy. 

O then, whatsoe'er the days 

Which yet wait thee have in store, 
Meet them, as they come, with praise ; 
Never murmur more. 



Jtme 22 ♦ 

WATCH. 

MORTAL, death is gaining on thee 
Through the wakeful, busy day ; 
And, while thou at night art sleeping. 
He holds on his way. 

He nor slumbers nor is weary ; 

He is, like a spirit, strong ; 
And with silent, pauseless motion 
Steals unseen along. 
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JOY IN GOD. 

From thy birth he hath pursued thee, 
Midst the flowers, across the plain, 
Through the thorn-brakes, o'er the torrents, 
With no step in vain. 

Not the hungry wolf at even 

Ever better tracked his prey ; 
Far less surely on his quarry 
Stoops the hawk to slay. 

Though thou canst not hear his footfall. 

Though no form thou canst descry, 
He may yet, with arm uplifted. 
Even now be nigh. 

But thou knowest all : it sates thee 

To be told so trite a truth : 
Thou hast heard it oft, and learnt it 
From thy earliest youth. 

Well then, mortal, what thou knowest 

Heed ! — lest, to thy dread amaze, 
Like a naked sword at midnight, 
It should on thee blaze. 
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JOY IN GOD. 
E on whom life's Sun is shining 



Should find life a pleasant vale ; 
Nor in spirit know repining. 

Though all lesser lights should fail. 

He whose course still heavenward tendeth 
Should go singing on his way, 

Ev'n though sorrow sometimes blendeth 
Her notes with the cheerful lay. 
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PRESENT ANGELS. 

O, be glad and sing, my spirit ! 

Grateful for thy good possest : 
Tis the meekly glad inherit 

Gladness in the land of rest 

God is glorified by praises ; 

Praises spring from joy and love ; 
And who here the sweet song raises. 

He shall swell the songs above. 

Jtm© 24. 

PRESENT ANGELS. 

ARE there, charged with constant ward 
Of the souls that love the Lord, 
Ministering angels blest, 
To whom loving work is rest ? 

Father, what no eye can see 
Grant both day and night to me ; 
And be all within me meet 
For such tendance pure and sweet. 

Oft a present human friend 
Much and timely help can lend ; 
Word, or deed, or thought repress, 
And beyond our knowledge bless. 

What then would not angels do. 
If but in my spirit^s view ? 
Lord, the faith I need impart, 
And thus bless my life and heart. 

Grant that both may ever be 
Fit for their pure eyes to see ; — 
And yet more, far more, incline 
Me, Lord, to remember Thine. 
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JOY COMETH IN THE MORNING. 

Jtme 25. 

LOVE TO GOD AND MAN. 

IN bonds of holy love 
To Thee and to mankind, 
Great Source of all above, 
My heart more closely bind. 

Whatever too oft I see 

Repellent in my race, 
Still, far as it may be. 
Make wide my love's embrace. 

Teach me to note in each 
A creature of Thy Hand ; 

And so, in heart and speech, 
Fulfil Thy great command : 

Remembering well, O Lord, 
That Thou no claim canst see 

To the sublime reward 
Of Thy great love in me. 

Father of all above. 

Hear in Thy boundless grace ; 
And fill my heart with love 

To Thee and to my race. 

Jm»26. 

JOY COMETH IN THE MORNING. 

MOURNER, calmly wait to-niorrow ; 
Murmur not, howe'er opprest ; 
Peace is never tired, but sorrow 
Soon lies down to rest. 



FLEETING MINUTES. 

Rarely long the dark cloud lowers, 

But descends in useful rain ; 
Then with freshened, sunlit flowers 
Smile the fields again. 

Hearts were never made for mourning. 

Nor the eye to shed a tear ; 
And there comes a brighter morning 
Than the night is drear. 

For the very darkness brighter, 

Which that morn shall chase away, 
If the spirit's light grew lighter 
In the clouded day. 

If its love could live adoring 

Still the Hand that sent the grief; 
Whilst, it might be, yet imploring 
With meek lips relief 

Wait then, mourner, wait to-morrow ; 

Murmur not, howe'er opprest ; 
Peace is never tired, but sorrow 
Soon lies down to rest 

Jtm6 27. 

FLEETING MINUTES. 

TAKE the minutes as they fall ; 
Trust the wisdom ever kind ; 
Bright or dark, believe that all 
Are in love designed. 

Life for thee will soon be past ; 
All its ceaseless changes o'er ; 
Hopes sublime fulfilled at last ; 
Time itself no more. 
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A HIDDEN LIFE. 



Then shall fleeting minutes, spent 

Rightly in the world below, 
Prove as seed thy Father lent 
Thee His child to sow. 

O then take them as they fall ; 

And, whatever to thee be given, 
Praise thy God, and use them all 
As an heir of heaven. 



Jtme 28. 

A HIDDEN LIFE. 

THY gifts divine, a single eye. 
And fixed and fervent heart. 
That feels and loves to feel Thee nigh, 
O Lord my God, impart. 

Grant me a hidden life in Thee, 
With Christ, my Lord, to live ; ' 

And still, through every change I see, 
To Thee my praises give. 

Such life below full well I know 
Hath its own sweet reward ; 

And daily, until hence I go, 
The grace it needs accord. 

If earthly weal Thou grant beside, 

Be mine a thankful heart ; 
But life divine, whatever betide, 

O Lord my God, impart. 
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WAITING TRUST. 

Itme 29. 

LABOUR OUR LOT HERE. 

MAN in the morning to his work goes 
forth, 
And rests at even : 
Christian, forget not, labour is for earth, 
Repose for heaven. 

Who now sows precious seed, though it may- 
be 

Too oft with weeping. 
Shall, if he patiently await it, see 

A joyous reaping. 

Fruits shall be gathered, whose abundant store 

Shall never perish. 
In fields of bliss, where God shall evermore 

His children cherish. 

Then scatter freely, nor withhold thy hand 

Till close of even : 
Earth is the place of toil : the better land 

Of rest is heaven. 

June 60. 

WAITING TRUST. 

UNFEIGNfeD trust sighs not for change : 
Deceive not thou thy soul : 
It waits on God, content to leave 
Its all to His control. 

Tis humble, thankful, calm, devout. 

Notes peril all abroad ; 
Knows well that it but little knows. 

And meekly rests in God. 

*44 



FLOWERS AND THORNS. 

O Father, more and more this good 

On me, Thy child, bestow ; 
For well I see, such rest in Thee 

Is all I want below. 

Yea — blissful thought ! — when earth I leave, 

And changeful years be o*er. 
In Thee to rest, with spirits blest, 

Is heaven for evermore. 
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3id|| I. 

FLOWERS AND THORNS. 

OYS countless as the summer flowers 

Jehovah shed on Eden's bowers ; 
Yet saw His wayward children miss 
Content, and seek forbidden bliss. 



To win us to Himself once more. 
He sends not now a boundless store 
Of good, that makes the desert sweet 
As was the lovely lost retreat ; 

But fruits and blossoms that suffice 
To mind us oft of Paradise ; 
With yet some thorns while here we roam. 
To endear the more a fairer home. 

Then let us, with a thankful breast, 
Our troubles bear, and wait for rest : 
If chastening, 'tis a loving Hand, 
That guides us to the goodly land. 
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THE BEST SYMPATHY. 

" UNCONSCIOUS INFLUENCE." 

AT home, abroad, beware, my soul. 
Lest too confiding innocence 
Should loss sustain for evermore 
By thy unconscious influence. 

Thy deeds and words, thy looks and tones. 
Some good or ill each hour dispense ; 

And those most dear still most are swayed 
By thy unconscious influence. 

'Twere evil which no tongue could tell, 
If thou, who shouldst be a defence 

And guide to them, should harm them most 
By thy unconscious influence. 

O Father, through redeeming love, 
Forgive me all the past, and hence 

Accord me grace to bless my race 
By my unconscious influence. 

THE BEST SYMPATHY. 

COVET not, nor fondly prize 
Human sympathy in grief : 
Rather lift to Heaven thine eyes, 
Where is sure relief. 

Weak is man to comfort thee, 

Whatsoe'er his heart may feel ; 
Boundless might hath God, and He 
Sorrow loves to heal. 
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LIGHT WITHIN. 



O, how blest to know in Him, 

Night and day, a present Friend, 
Who to men or seraphim 
Still an ear can lend ! 

Cast on Him thy every care ; 

He regards what He hath made ; 
And, while thou hast strength for prayer. 
Never be afraid. 



LIGHT WITHIN. 

WHATEVER perplex, whatever be dark, 
That here on earth I see, 
O Father, never let me fail 
In fervent love to Thee ! 

With rays divine illume my soul. 

Be aught that may without ; 
So soundless depths shall reverence wake, 

But not unloving doubt. 

The peace of faith, the joy of hope. 
Shall cheer and bless my days. 

And move my inmost heart to breathe 
The melody of praise. 

My Lord, my God, again I pray. 

Whatever on earth I see, 
O, never, never let me fail 

In fervent love to Thee ! 
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THE VOICE OF MELODY. 
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Itxl^ 5. 

THE VOICE OF MELODY." — Isa, li. 3. 



'T^IS not the green com waving in the 
X wind. 

Nor the fresh roses that the hedge-rows bear ; 
Tis not the cloudless heavens that remind 
The spirit troubled here, that peace is there ; 
Nor gladdening beam, 
Nor gliding stream. 
Nor flowery meadows with their golden gleam ; 
Tis neither singly marks this summer mom so 
fair. 

It is the blended harmony of all : 

If one were wanting, 'twould that beauty 
mar; 
Even as, when night's spangled curtains fall. 
Ye could not spare the moon, nor evening 
star, 

Nor vault of blue. 
Whose depth of hue 
Doth lend its loveliness to all ye view, 
Nor Philomers clear notes high floating from 
afar. 

So, deem not it is but a pleasant sound. 

Or aught alone that makes the minstrel dear 
To them who own his mystic spell profound. 
And, scorn who will, yet lend a listening ear. 
The sweet control 
That sways the soul 
Is still the influence of the blended whole ; 
Secure, while hearts can feel, of votaries sincere. 
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"the voice of melody." 



Dost thou that influence reject or spurn ? 
Say, is it wise, in such a world as this, 
From one pure fountain of delight to turn, 
As there were here redundancy of bliss ? 
Or say, are care 
And grief so rare. 
That one sweet balm thou canst afford to 

spare, 
Nor fear that ever thou its soothing power 
shalt miss ? 

And findest thou the din of toil, the strife 
Of tongues, — not seldom zeaFs unhallowed 
fire, — 
Or the deep wailings with which earth is rife. 
Such pleasant sounds, they leave no fond 
desire 

For tones more soft, 
Whose music oft 
Might lift thee to the calmer chimes aloft, 
Where thou thyself dost hope to sweep a 
golden lyre ? 

O, nurse the love of Poesy within 

Thy favoured bosom, if that love be there ; 
If quenched, rekindle it, that it may win 
Thy spirit from a world of strife and care ; 
And watch and pray 
For that glad day 
When earthly melodies shall die away. 
Lost in the sweet loud strains of saints and 
seraphs fair. 
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SINCERITY. 

SINCERITY. 

I LOOK around at seasons on my race. 
In spirit grieved 
To note how easily the human heart 
Is self-deceived. 

Then to myself I turn, and thought awakes 

A solemn fear 
Lest mine, O God, to Thy all-searching eye 

Be insincere. 

I look within ; I try my outward life ; 

And mourn to see 
Much that with great resolves and lofty aims 

Doth ill agree. 

My spirit soars at times to glorious heights. 

And fondly dreams ; 
Then, sinking down, forgets what holy zeal 

Her hope beseems. 

She droppeth low as she had mounted high, 

And things of earth 
Once more allure, engross her, as if they 

Had primal worth. 

O Lord my God, preserve Thy feeble child : 

Still hold me dear, 
As one in Christ with Thee, and keep Thou me 

In heart sincere. 
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THE POTENT CHARM. 

IvHyf 7. 
SECRET AND PUBLIC CHARITY. 

DO scanty secret alms thy heart suffice, 
While ampler serve thee for the public 
eye? 
Thou dost but purchase at the market price, 
Never extreme, a name for charity. 

It yields thee the return thy spirit sought ; 

Ambition's poor and perishing reward : 
It cannot yield thee, and it never ought, 

That priceless good, the blessing of the 
Lord. 

O, measure all thou doest by thine aim : 
TAat only marks its value in the skies ; 

And wins, if love be its pure source, a name 
Whose lustre, like the seraph's, never dies. 

" Well done, thou faithful servant of the Lord !" 
O, seek that this may soon enrapture thee : 

Then shalt thou know sweet charity's reward ; 
Love without sin throughout eternity. 

Jidg: 8. 

THE POTENT CHARM. 

HOW quickly pass regrets away. 
And wounded feelings flee. 
When from the heart the lips can say, 
Lord, I will bear for Thee ! 

There are who find that pain is changed 

Even to pleasure so ; 
And griefs which they with ills had ranged 

As fraught with good they know. 



THE LONELY PATH. 



And need we not this potent charm ? 

Nay, is there one beside 
That can so shield the soul from harm. 

Whatever the Ufe betide ? 

Not one, not one ! so I will pray 

It may be granted me, 
That, come what may, my heart shall say, 

Lord, I will bear for Thee. 



Jtd9 9. 

THE LONELY PATH. 

10RD, I have a path to tread, 
^ Solemn, silent, lone, and strange 
Ere each earthly want be fled. 

There must come a darksome change. 

Toward that change I daily wend : 

It may even now be nigh : 
God, if tiiou wert not my friend. 

It were dread to live or die. 

But with Thee to guide, sustain. 
Fear shall never shake my soul ; 

Nay, not weakness, darkness, pain. 
Shall sublimest hopes control ! 

Lord, uphold me with Thy hand : 

Never, never let me go ! 
Stayed by Thee, I firmly stand ; 

Left, I sink to utter woe ! 



WEDDED LOVE. 

Jidg 10. 
WEDDED LOVE. 

AMIDST the bowers of Paradise 
Had wedded love its birth ; 
And still it lives, and sweetly blooms, 
Despite the thorns of earth. 

It makes too, with an influence blest 
Beyond our thought to sound, 

Full many a spot a garden yet, 
That else were desert ground. 

But frail through all and delicate. 

It needs that gentlest air 
Around it breathe ; for chills and storms 

Soon spoil its beauty rare. 

O happy, who have learnt its worth ; 

Who feel its power to bless ; 
And guard it well, and cherish it 

With watchful tenderness ! 

For them 'twill ever lovelier grow, 

And sweetly yield its best ; 
An emblem of yet holier love, 

A union yet more blest 

O Husband of thy cherished Church ! 

Thy choicest blessings pour 
On gentle, tender, wedded love, 

Now and for evermore. 
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FATIEXCE WITH E&KO£. 

PATIENCE WITH ERROR. 

1ET no hostile hindrance move thee 
^ From the way of patient love : 
God, it may be, here would prove thee 
Ere same rule be thine above. 

In thyself yet linger errors ; 

Bear with errors all around ; 
And in kindness more than terrors, 

Dealing with the worst, abound. 

Nor forget that to be growing 
In the knowledge wanted once, 

And contempt for blindness showing, 
Is yet worse than ignorance. 

Discord may around be raging. 
Doubt, perplexity, and strife ; 

But, for truth the battle waging. 
Trust the God of truth and life. 

There shall break and spread around thee 
Wider, clearer, brighter light ; 

And the things which now confound thee 
Shall be plainly good and right. 

Wait that day of joy : albeit 

That it tarry, meekly wait : 
Thou through grace divine shalt see it. 

And shalt praise the Good and Great. 
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GOD IS LOVE. 

LIFE A WEARINESS. 

IS life to thee a weariness ? 
Perhaps thou hast forgot 
That him who blesseth, God will bless, 
And none who blesseth not. 

O, rouse thee to some work benign ; 

Go and fulfil thy part ; 
'Twill prove to thee a work divine, 

If done with loving heart. 

Look but around ; the world can show 

Him who hath eyes to see. 
Ignorance, pain, and want, and woe. 

That need not, should not be. 

And seek to soothe, instruct, relieve. 
To change for right the wrong ; 

Then thine own heart shall cease to grieve, 
And grow in goodness strong. 

The holy love that toils aright 
To serve and please the Lord, 

And make some mourner^s burden light. 
Shall prove its own reward. 

GOD IS LOVE. 

WHY comes this fragrance on the summer 
breeze. 
The blended tribute of ten thousand flowers. 
To me, a frequent wanderer 'mid the trees 

That form these gay, though solitary bowers ? 
One answer is around, beneath, above ; 
The echo of the voice, that God is Love. 
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GOD IS LOVE. 



Why bursts such melody from tree and bush. 
The overflowing of each songster's heart. 

So filling mine that it can scarcely hush 
Awhile to listen, but would take its part ? 

'Tis but one song I hear where'er I rove, 

Though countless be the notes, that God is 
Love. 

Why leaps the streamlet down the mountain's 
side, 

Hastening so swiftly to the vale beneath, 
To cheer the shepherd's thirsty flock, or glide 

Where the hot sun has left a faded wreath, 
Or, rippling, aid the music of the grove ? 
Its own glad voice replies, that God is Love. 

In starry heavens at the midnight hour, 
In ever-varying hues at morning's dawn, 

In the fair bow athwart the falling shower. 
In forest, river, lake, rock, hill, and lawn, 

One truth is written : all conspire to prove. 

What grace of old revealed, that God is Love. 

Nor less this pulse of health, far-glancing eye. 
And heart so moved with beauty, perfume, 
^ song, 

This spirit soaring through a gorgeous sky, 
Or diving ocean's coral caves among, 

Fleeter than darting fish or startled dove ; 

All, all declare the same, that God is Love. 

Is it a fallen world on which I gaze ? 

Am I as deeply fallen as the rest ; 
Yet joys partaking past my utmost praise, 

Instead of wandering forlorn, unblest ? — 
It is as if an unseen spirit strove 
To grave upon my heart, that God is Love. 
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COMFORT UNSOUGHT. 



Yet wouldst thou see, my soul, this truth dis- 
played 

In characters which wondering angels read ; 
And read, adoring, go, imploring aid 

To gaze with faith, behold the Saviour bleed ! 
Thy God in human form ! O, what can prove. 
If this suffice thee not, that God is Love ? 

Cling to His cross ! — ^and let thy ceaseless 
prayer 

Be that thy grasp may fail not; and ere long 
Thou shalt ascend to that fair temple where. 

In strains ecstatic, an innumerous throng 
Of saints and seraphs, round the throne above, 
Proclaim for evermore, that God is Love ! 



COMFORT UNSOUGHT. 
John xiv. 15, 16, & 21. 

WHAT to-day demandeth do ; 
Seek that every deed and thought 
Prove thee to life's purpose true : 
Comfort then shall come unsought 

Comfort is not all thine aim ; 

Nor to any always given : 
Pray that love thy soul inflame : 

Love shall comfort bring — and heaven 

God with boundless grace imparts 
Gifts unnumbered to His own ; 

But the best of human hearts 
Look not for His gifts alone. 
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A NOBLE AIM. 

Be it thine far more to seek 
His will to be ever taught, 

And to obey with spirit meek : 
Comfort then shall come unsought 

Jtd^ 15. 

LIFE IMPARTS LIFE. 

NOT like odour from the censer, 
But like perfume from the flower, 
Must be truth from its dispenser 
Ere it prove a note of power.* 

It must live within the bosom, 
Go forth living from its dwelling, 

As the fragrance from the blossom 
Of its own pure birthplace telling. 

Lips that art alone hath gifted, 
These shall not the spirit fire ; 

But the souls by grace uplifted. 
Living souls shall life inspire. 

As then, brethren, blessed and blessing, 
We would spread pure joy around us, 

May we, boldly truth confessing. 

Live to Him whb sought and found us. 

A NOBLE AIM. 

WITHOUT some noble aim, 
Renewed from day to day, 
Life's journey soon becomes for each 
A dull and weary way. 



* See " Sermons by the Rev. John Caird, M.A." In 
S. XL this subject is admirably treated. 
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SCORN. 

Hence many sigh for change, 
And some strange perils brave, 
Albeit no bright hopes are theirs. 
Should perils bring the grave. 

But why should change give rest ? 
And, still more, perils strange ? 
Alas ! they know not, nor can dream ; 
They only know 'tis change. 

Yet every human lot, 
Lowly or high in life, 
Hath in it all the heart can crave, 
For great and glorious strife. 

It needs we act or bear, 
Or both, with ends sublime. 
That zeal awake, and priceless make 
These few brief years of time. 

O, rouse thee, listless soul ! 
Be wise while yet 'tis day ; 
With ills to cope in faith and hope, 
Makes life no weary way. 

Jttlij 17. 

SCORN. 

** Laugh no man to scorn... for there is one which humbleth 
and exalteth.*' — Ecclus, vii. ii. 

WHO scorns the daisy of the field, 
Because it lacks the rose's hue; 
Or thinks no beauty is concealed 

Within the little bell of blue 
That scarcely holds the plundering bee, 
Because 'tis not a forest tree ? 
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SIMPLICITY OF UFE. 



Not even the boy with vacant eye, 
That sits upon the village stile ; 

And laughs aloud, he knows not why, 

And weeps when you would wake a smile 

Beauty for him in some bright hour 

Hath charms alike in tree and flower. 

Then scorn not thou thy fellow-man 
Because his mental powers are small : 

Variety is Nature's plan, 
And Love and Wisdom order all : 

If few his talents, slight shall be 

The increase that his Lord would see. 

Be only careful that thine own, 

More ample, show more ample fruit ; 

And let not pride, but love alone, 
Of all thou yieldest be the root ; 

Or, haply, he thou scornest now 

Will wiser, happier prove than thou. 



Jttls 18. 

SIMPLICITY OF LIFE. 

AS thou wouldst live in peace divine, 
Free from degrading strife, 
Observe and prize, whoe'er despise, 
Simplicity of life. 

All rivalry in vanity 

Contemn and cast away ; 
And set thy heart on things apart 

From pitiful display : 
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BLESSED ARE THE MEEK. 

A restless, careful, costly thing, 
Costly to heart and purse, 

And, bom beside of sinful pride, 
In many a home a curse. 

Yet look not on the starry skies 
That roof the flowery earth, 

And beauty slight, or deem it right 
To count it void of worth. 

No ; beauty aideth holiest love, 

With purest joy is rife ; 
And well the wise know this, yet prize 

Simplicity of life. 

Jta^ 19. 

BLESSED ARE THE MEEK. 

NEVER did my heart regret, 
Once subdued emotion strong, 
That too mutely it had met. 
Or with too soft words, a wrong. 

But how diverse hath it been. 
When such evil crossed my path. 

If my spirit prompt and keen 
Breathed unmeet, unmeasured wrath. 

O, how blessed are the meek ! 

And their grace, how vast its worth ! 
They shall reach the home they seek 

By the sweetest path on earth. 

Hear me, Thou long-suffering Lord, 

And whatever my life befall. 
Let my tongue not err in word. 

Keep my heart in peace with all. 
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OWNERSHIP. 

Xtd^ 20. 

FEARLESS LOVE. 

FROM servile, sinful dread 
Of the Great God above, 
How blest to pass, and feel instead 
The fearless joy of love I 

To dwell on earth apart 
No more from heaven unseen; 
But oft to soar with fervent heart 
Up the bright way between ! 

Nor less, through faith that keeps 
His good commands, to know 
That He who slumbers not nor sleeps 
Comes to His own below ! 

O God, accept my praise, 
And with one gift, above 
All else, illume and bless my days,' — -. 
The fearless joy of love. 

Julu 21. 

OWNERSHIP. 

THIS field, from which, with quivering 
wing, 
Thou gaily mountest, is not mine ; 
I only just, to hear thee sing. 
Awhile upon its turf recline ! 

The mown grass, breathing fragrance round. 
Another owns ; the perfumed air. 

Reviving with a power profound 
The past, is all that I may share ! 
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DEATH AND LIFE. 

And this old oak, whose branches yield 
From the hot sun a shelter brief, 

This, too, is his who owns the field. 
I may not claim a single leaf! 

But shall I grieve ? Grieve, peerless bird. 
While thou art warbling in the sky. 

And flowers and grass, by light winds stirred, 
Yield me their best ere yet they die ? 

O, come and share, thou who dost own 
The tree, the flowers, the grass, the field ; 

I would not here enjoy alone ; 

Come, and partake the sweets they yield. 

But ah ! where is the man possessed 
Of this fair spot where I am lying ? 

I know not : two for it contest : 
One roams afar ; one near — is dying. 

DEATH AND LIFE. 

HOW blest is he who dies the death 
Of one devote to God, 
And wakes with life's departing breath 
In heaven to love and laud ! 

Such death, beheld this side the tomb, 

Is life's dark close in night ; 
To eyes beyond that utter gloom, 

It's morn of glorious light 

Not seldom 'tis on earth to die 

Midst loving, w^eeping eyes ; 
And then, with wondering ecstasy. 

Meet smiles in blissful skies. 
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TO DIE IS GAIN. 



. Ineffably, as faith can se^, 

It passes life below ; 
For 'tis to be from evil free, 

And God sublimely know. 

O, e^ant me, Lord, to die the death 

Of one devote to Thee, 
And wake with life's departing breath. 

Thine own eternally ! 

JTirl^ 28. 

TO DIE IS GAIN. 

FEAR not, my soul, the final strife ; 
With it may come nor grief nor pain ; 
But come what will, thy Light, thy Life, 
Hath made to die but gain. 

Not seldom, when weak nature fails, 

To feel the last dread hour commence, 
A kind, but viewless power prevails, 
To numb the mortal sense. 

Not seldom, when the stream of life 

But slowly, feebly, faintly, flows. 
Without is seen no sign of strife. 
Within is sweet repose. 

And ofttimes converse pure and high 

Yields joy, yields rapture, in that hour 
When death, to many a tearful eye, 
Is terrible in power. 

Then fear thou not the final strife ; 

With it may come nor grief nor pain ; 
But come what will, thy Light, thy Life, 
Hath made to die but gain. 
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MYSTBRIBS. 

MYSTERIES. 
/font, xi. 33. 

HOW little can we penetrate the globe, 
However much, however long we try ! 
'Tis so of every wonder we would probe 
Beneath the sky. 

That aught should be of all we see there is, 

In forms so diverse, circling us around ; 
Than this not one of countless mysteries 
Is more profound. 

Do we ourselves survey ? These minds and 
frames. 
With all their powers, are mysteries dark 
as night ; 
Which well may bow him to the dust who 
aims 

To solve aright. 

And what art Thou, Great God, to one who 
tries. 
Musing with soul presumptuous or devout, 
And scanning all he may in earth and skies, 
To find Thee out ? 

Search whelmeth thought ! Yet Thee, All- 
good, I praise, 
That 'mid Thy countless marvels I am 
born ; 
Andj trusting Thy unfathomable ways, 
I wait the Mom. 
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** DELIGHT THYSILF IN THE LORD." 



Julg; 25* 
THE GLORIOUS GOSPEL. 

THE glorious Gospel from above 
Is one great utterance of love ; 
And Jesus, through His human birth. 
Was Love embodied upon earth. 

He lived, He died, to shed abroad 
In every heart the love of God ; 
He rose, and His good Spirit gave. 
To light the world with love, and save. 

That Spirit teaches all to be 

As children of one family ; 

To wake from sin and death, and rise 

The fellow-heirs of blissful skies ; 

Through life one faith, one hope to share. 
And each his brethren's burden bear, 
Till every burden at the door 
Of heaven be left for evermore. 

Father, we pray, in Jesu's name. 
More widely spread the living flame, 
Till each to each united be 
In deathless bonds, and all to Thee. 



Xnlyf 26. 

"DELIGHT THYSELF IN THE LORD." 

STILL delight thyself in God, 
Be what may denied ; 
And with Him, at home, abroad, 
Come what may, abide^ 
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WAR DEPRECATED. 

When thou canst not see Him, pray 

Till He draweth near ; 
Then, adoring, on Him stay, 

Strong in love and fear. 

Seeking rest but in the rays 

Of thy spirit's Light, 
Thou shalt end thy nights and days 

Where there is no night, — 

Where thy Father and thy God 

Casts the veil away. 
Sheds His glory all abroad, 

And makes perfect day. 

There thou hopest Him to laud, 

There with Him abide ; 
O, then, now delight in God, 

Be what may denied. 

WAR DEPRECATED. 

WITH well-weighed silent lines, and 
quiet breath. 
How wise to quell 
Strife that can make with thundering sounds 
of death 

Fair scenes a hell ! 

Such wisdom, too, shall grow, let all believe, 

Whose spirits mourn 
0*er myriads now, that homeless, houseless, 
grieve, 

And pine forlorn.* 

♦ November, 1876. 
167 



WAR DBPRBCATED. 

O ! not for ever shall we lift the laud 

Of love and joy , 
And in fierce fight the noblest works of God 

On earth destroy. 

O ! not for ever shall the nations strive 

Each to be first 
The direst, deadliest weapons to contrive 

For war accurst. 

The Sun of Truth has risen upon the earth, 

And still shall rise, 
To chase the clouds that from dark depths 
have birth, 

And hide the skies. 

And hone may dream what this fair world 
shall be 

When Heaven-taught Love 
Hath once attained her due supremacy 

All else above. 

O, spread Thy truth, Benign, Almighty Lord, 

Till strife be o'er, 
And all that holiest hearts with one accord 

Hate and deplore. 

O, spread Thy truth! — it is our trust and 
strength,— 

W u '^^^^ ^^^ ^^^^^ cease, 

With every wrong it springs from, and at 

length 

AH, all be peace ! 
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DEArH AND FAITH. . 

Jtjlp 28. 
LOVE BORN OF LOVE. 

MOURNEST thou that thy love is cold ? 
Too rarely, or too hardly moved ? 
O Christian, weigh what grace hath told ; 
That thou art by thy Maker loved ; — 

That, through His radiant, countless host, 
The Lord of all on thee looks down, 

As on a child ; oft blessing most 
At seasons when He seems to frown. 

Forget not, Love is bom of Love ; 

And ever, when ashamed and grieved 
That thine so fails to soar above, 

Bethink thee, 'tis of Love believed. 

All else to thee is as might be 
The cloudless, starlit, glorious sky 

To one who ne'er looks up to see. 
Or towards it turns a sightless eye. 

Then breathe thou oft a fervent prayer. 
Nor doubt 'tis heard, to God above, 

That, come what may till death to bear. 
Thy heart may ever trust His love. 

Xrxiyf 29. 

DEATH AND FAITH. 

ERE yet thy hand be on my frame, 
My soul, O Death, shall muse on thee, 
And seek that God my Saviour's name 
May dear and dearer be. 
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ASPIRATIONS AND IMMORTALITY. 

Twill soon be thine to quench the eyes. 
To still the pulse, to stop the breath, 
Steal every sense ; yet faith defies 
Thine utmost might, O Death ! 

This frail, oft dull, oft wearied frame 

The soul may want, yet not deplore ; 
But wait till the last trump proclaim 
The season to restore. 

Then, robed afresh, the spirit soars ; 

Its own the heaven of heavens receives : 
Her God she sees, draws near, adores ; 
And never, never leaves ! 

O Death ! by grace divine, no ill 

My faltering heart shall fear from thee ; 
But breathe, when even my lips are still, 
Its praise for victory ! 

JtrllJ 30. 

ASPIRATIONS AND IMMORTALITY. 

HAD man been born for things of sense 
and time. 
He had not longed above them all to rise ; 
Had Heaven designed him not for bliss 
sublime. 
He had not restless been, and craved the 
skies. 

The bird, the beast, doth no such longing 
know: 
Each hath enough, and in his lot can rest : 
And most of all were man deceived below, 
Were he not formed to join at lengfth the 
blest. 
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STREAMS IN THE DESERT. 

Praise to Thy name, Almighty ! Much within 
Our nature wakes a bright and boundless 
hope : 

O, strengthen by that hope our hate of sin, 
And fortitude with life's dark ills to cope. 

How great Thy purpose in us, Lord of Love ! 

How wondrous and how gracious are Thy 

ways! 

O, touch the springs of high resolve, and move 

All hearts to serve Thee, and all lips to 

praise ! 

STREAMS IN THE DESERT. 

SWEET are waters freshly flowing 
In a weary land, 
When to fainting travellers showing 
All they crave at hand : 
Sweeter, Lord, Thy word of grace, 
When the anguished heart can trace 
There its comfort, and embrace 
All its griefs demand. 

How the barren waste is brightened 

And with fruitage teems. 
When the eye, by Thee enlightened, 
Sees the living streams ! 
Tranquil now the soul's repose. 
High and pure the hope it knows, 
Fair its visions as the rose 
In the morning beams ! 

Fairer still shall be the heaven 
Soon to be descried ; 
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THOU SHALT GUIDB ME. 



O glorious Victor over Death ! 

May we and all we love 
Partake, when fails this fleeting breath, 

One heaven with Thee above ! 



<Jugtr8t 4. 

GROWTH IN LOVE. 

FOR what Thou art, all-perfect Lord, 
I yield my love to Thee ; 
For what I would be, O, accord 
Thy love, through Christ, to me. 

I would be Thine in life and heart ; 

I would be ever Thine : 
O Father, yet more grace impart, 

And be Thou ever mine ! 

What I have said or done of ill 

Be not extreme to note ; 
But mark my efforts, mark my will. 

When most to Thee devote. 

And still. Lord, as I grow in years, 

Grant me to grow in love ; 
With all beside that most endears 

To Thee the blest above. 

^ugust 5. 

THOU SHALT GUIDE ME. 

LORD, I will mark Thy providence. 
And judge as best I may ; 
Nor dare to change my sphere or range, 
Till Thou shalt point the way. 
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PARENTAL RULE. 

O, be my Guide, Thou Light of life, 

With constant, watchful love ; 
And plainly show the course below 

Which most shall bless above. 

What one brief day may with it bring, 

Or hour, I cannot tell ; 
But this I see, if led by Thee, 

All shall indeed be well. 

In every place Thy Love prevails, 
And man's may live and grow ; 

And Loye is health and peace and wealth, 
Where'er we dwell below. 

In very deed our only need 

Is good sublime within ; 
And everywhere are blessings rare, ' 

And nothing harms but sin. 

So I will mark Thy Providence, 

And for Thy guidance pray ; 
Nor dare to change my sphere or range 

Till Thou shalt point the way. 

<^trgtr8t 6. 

PARENTAL RULE. 

HAST thou children ? and for ever 
Wouldst thou dwell with them above? 
Rule them wisely, gently, kindly, 
With the matchless might of love. 

Rule them : it is plainly needed 
For their goodness and their peace ; 

Swayed by love, or it were better, 
Better far, thy rule should cease. 

J 75 



NO EVIL THROUGH THE NIGHT. 

For they hear God is their Father ; 

In thyself a Father see ; 
And, ruled harshly, what endearing 

God could they discern in thee ? 

O ! what heart is in thy bosom, 
If no chord be touched by this ? 

O ! what heaven would bless thy spirit, 
If no children shared thy bliss ? 

Needest thou aught else to move thee ? 

Say, would it transporting be. 
Heaven to reach, and feel thy children 

Would not care to come to thee ? 

^n^pXBi 7. 

NO EVIL THROUGH THE NIGHT. 

NO evil through the night ; 
None present now to raise 
One fear or anxious care : 
Father, accept my praise ! 

What this hath asked from Thee 

Of tender, bounteous love, 
No earthly tongue could tell, 

Perhaps no saint's above. 

How much within my frame, 
How much in heart and mind. 

Hath been for this controlled. 
Ordered, sustained, combined ! 

In earth too, air, and sky, 
In countless things unknown. 

There is what none may spare, 
And Thou canst rule alone. 
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KINDLY SPEECH. 



It may be that in heaven 
Some angel needed there 

An influence kind from Thee, 
Rightly for me to care. 

O God, with grateful heart 
Mine eyes to Thee I raise ; 

Thou art mine all in all : 
Accept my love and praise ! 



Jktrgtrst 8. 

KINDLY SPEECH. 

A GENTLE Dove denotes the Love, 
And tongues of fire the Power, 
That win the lost for heaven above, 
And here with goodness dower. 

No words may tell how strong the spell 

Of truth in kindly speech, 
0*er hearts that wrath would but repel. 

And love ne*er fails to reach. 

It kindles life, it quenches strife. 

It maketh hate to cease ; 
And souls, with sinful sorrows rife, 

It fills with holy peace. 

Lord, I beseech that I may teach 
With love like Thine to me ; 

And so, with wise and loving speech. 
Bring many a heart to Thee. 

177 



THE BRIGHTENING TREASURE. 

FREEDOM. 

RISE into the life of love ! 
Thence, my spirit, thou art free. 
Every thralling fear above, 
In divinest liberty. 

Tis thy choice to do whatever 
God commandeth to be done 

Suffer all He wills, forbear 
All that He would have thee shun. 

Thus each moment yields thee good ; 

Thus each creature works thy will ; 
Wakening songs of gratitude. 

Which not death itself shall still. 

Nay, which death shall sweeter make. 
Opening those glad realms of light, 

Where fresh beams shall on thee break. 
Goodness showing infinite. 

O, how blest the life of love ! 

O, how noble to be free ! 
Every thralling fear above, \ 

In divinest liberty ! 

Jktrgtrst 10 ♦ 

THE BRIGHTENING TREASURE. 

T ORD, Thy word, our brightening treasure 
X^ In life's deepest shade, 
Yieldeth still increasing pleasure 
As all else doth fade : 
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SMALL THINGS AND GREAT. 

From the wilderness it shows 
How the land of promise glows, 
O'er the vale. of sweet repose, 
Where the dead are laid. 

Sweet repose until the breaking 

Of that coming day, 
When the holy sleepers, waking. 
Shall their home survey : 
Then not seraph*s tongue may tell 
'Mid what glories they shall dwell, 
With what notes of rapture swell 
Heaven's eternal lay. 

May the Sacred Page be clearer 

To our vision still ! 
May the good it shows be dearer, 
Hated more the ill ! 
Grant us, Lord, the grace we need ; 
Light vouchsafe us as we read ; 
Tend us, guard, and safely lead 
To Thy holy hill. 

SMALL THINGS AND GREAT. 

T N small things and in great, 
A My wish be ever one ! 
And this the voice it breathes ; 
Thy will, my God, be done ! 

The least may as a seed. 
Hidden, or marked by none, 

Some needed fruit produce. 
Born of the mighty Sun. 
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UNION WITH GOD. 



The greatest in mine eyes. 

Sought eagerly and won. 
May be the least esteemed, 

Ere yet my course be run. 

Father, I nothing know 

Of aught on earth begun. 
Save that which prompts the prayer ; 

Thy will, my God, be done ! 



J^trgtrat 12. 

UNION WITH GOD. 

FATHER, for my Saviour's sake. 
Lend a gracious ear to me ; 
And in bonds no power can break 
Knit my spirit unto Thee. 

If I breathe a vast desire. 

Lord, it speaks my nature's want ; 
And the prayer Thou dost inspire 

Wilt Thou not in mercy grant ? 

Taught, encouraged by Thy word, 
I can ask Thee nothing less ; 

And, my fervent suit unheard, 
Not the universe could bless. 

O then, for my Saviour's sake, 
Lend a gracious ear to me ; 

And in bonds no power can break 
Knit my spirit unto Thee. 
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THE UNCEASING SONG. 

Jktrgust 13. 

STRIVE AGAIN, 

STILL conquered, strive again ; 
Despair count sin, and shun : 
God is for all who love the right ; 
So victory must be won. 

Only be sure thy heart 
Is single, fixed, and true ; 
And then fear not, but with fresh hope 
Still the good fight renew. 

The Lord thy efforts sees; 
The Lord thy weakness knows ; 
And still with pity this regards. 
And smiles well pleased on those. 

Then pray, then strive again ; 
With faith the victory seek : 
Who gave thee life that once wert dead. 
Shall yet make strong the weak. 

THE UNCEASING SONG. 

THOUGH Eden's songs no longer call 
The heart to praise and love, 
So bounteous is the Lord of all, 

Such goodness reigns above, 
There's not a month of all the year. 

Nor hour of night or day, 
But earth hath some sweet sounds to cheer 
Her pilgrims on their way. 
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THE UNCEASING SONG. 

The sky in spring or summer time 

May oft be drear and dun, 
But the gay lark will sing and climb. 

As if to greet the sun ; 
Or should the heavy shower descend 

From out that gloomy sky, 
Throstle and he their songs will blend 

Before the flowers are dry. 

Not less beneath the fair blue dome, 

When all around is still. 
Unseen within her moonlit home, 

Sings wakeful Philomel ! 
The fair, blue dome ! whence oft by night. 

Through all the circling year. 
The choral strain from starry height 

Steals down serene and clear. 

Of autumn winds sweet sounds are born 

Amid the fading leaves. 
And gently swell from billowy corn, 

And leaning, dying sheaves. 
The little redbreast trills his lay 

'Mid winter drear and hoar ; 
The streams then sing and leap and play, 

As if their hearts ran o'er. 

And, could we, listening, catch whatever, 

From hearts of holy men, 
Ascends to Heaven 'mid all their care 

And wants and sorrows, then 
By proof transporting should we know 

That good and seeming ill 
Wake praises glad, that sweetly flow 

With music never still. 

xSs 



THE QUENCHLESS LIGHT. 

Great Source benign of all that cheers 

On earth, and every hope 
Which to the musing soul endears 

The blue starlighted cope ! 
Let none be mute ; let all who share 

Thy gifts with voice and heart, 
Made strong by love, rejoice to bear 

In that blest hymn their part. 



THE QUENCHLESS LIGHT. 

NEVER, never, O my God, 
Wilt Thou quench the light of love ; 
Nor shall souls that long to laud 
Fail to laud Thy grace above. 

Glows in me the sacred flame, 
Kindled by Thy power divine ? 

Then, adored be Thy Name ! 
Life, eternal life, is mine ! 

Heaven, with all its bliss untold, 
Heaven, my Utmost thought above- 

Shall in Thy good time enfold 
Every soul mstinct with love. 

O my Father, more impart 
Of that priceless grace to me ; 

And for ever shall my heart 
Breathe its gratitude to Thee ! 
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SORROW WITH HOPE. 

S^ngnsi 16. 

THE HIGHEST GOOD. 

REDEEMED by Thee from sin and death. 
Sustained, preserved, with ceaseless 
care; 

Father, till my latest breath. 

This will I make my fervent prayer: 

Clearly reveal to me Thy will ; 

Let it be ever in my view ; 
And help me by Thy Spirit still 

With filial love Thy will to do : 

With love that sheds its own glad light. 
Still brightening, upon wisdom's ways ; 

And, depths unsearchable despite. 

Holds fast calm trust, and joys in praise. 

1 ask of Thee no higher bliss. 

In earth beneath or heaven above ; 
Sure that my only good is this, 
As that Thyself, O God, art Love. 



SORROW WITH HOPE. 

YE who have lost the partner of your 
bosom. 
Or mourned a parent's or a brother's doom, 
lOr shed fond tears upon an opening blossom. 
And then consigfned it withered to the 
tomb; 
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THE FINAL STRIFE. 

Recall how often, when the day was closing, 
Ye breathed adieu for yet a little while ; 

Nor feared, when past the season for reposing, 
Like the bright morning love would wake 
and smile. 

'Tis but a longer night, a deeper slumber. 
Hath fallen upon them ye weep forlorn ; 

And ye shall join ere long the peaceful 
number. 
Till bursts the glorious eternal morn. 

Then all shall wake ! — ^and with a heavenly 
greeting. 
In forms of seraph beauty, friend with 
friend, 
Partake the bliss, the ecstasy of meeting. 
When love shall never weep, nor night 
descend. 

Doubts the weak heart ? Gaze on the stony 
prison 
Where Jesus rested from His pain and 
strife : 
'Tis open ! vacant ! — lo, the Lord is risen ! 
He is the Resurrection and the Life I 

THE FINAL STRIFE. 

WHEN faintly flows the stream of life 
Within my failing frame ; 
When comes the lone and silent strife 

Men shrink or shun to name; 
May trust and hope, with blessings rife, 
My love but more inflame 1 
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FIT TREATMENT OF THE WORST. 

How new, despite of all before, 

My feelings then will be ! 
What light shall shine upon the lore 

I now so dimly see. 
Descending through the opening door 

Of great eternity ! 

O Lord my God, I ever need 
Thy help, Thy love, Thy smile ; 

For these from day to day I plead ; 
And still, whatever defile 

My life, would seek this highest meed. 
With spirit pure from guile. 

But O ! how shall I need them when 
The last great strife is nigh ; 

When all things dear to mortal ken 
Fade from my fading eye ! 

O, smile, my God, upon me then, 
And let me, gazing — die ! 



FIT TREATMENT OF THE WORST. 

O GRANT, my Father, as I rise. 
Toward all I crave, my soul may 
trace. 
With love more like thine own, the ties 
Betwixt me and my race. 

Forbid that pride should e'er impart 

Its power perversely to elate ; 
And but more humble make my heart 

Toward men of worst estate. 
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LIBERTY. 

Incline me to remember well 
What baneful influence may blight 

Some hapless souls, till they rebel. 
With feelings dark as night 

Thou art the Highest, O my God, 
Beyond our thought to comprehend ; 

Yet shedd'st on these Thy light abroad, 
And wouldst make each Thy friend. 

No tongue shall ever duly tell 

The grace which so with man can deal ; 
And shall our littleness rebel, 

And lofty passions feel ? 

O Father, grant that, as I rise 

Toward all I crave, my soul may trace. 
With love more like Thine own, the ties 

Betwixt me and my race. 

LIBERTY. 

FROM the dust of earth to rise. 
Walk as children of the skies, 
Strong in love, and free in good, 
'Midst the happy brotherhood ; 
This, O God, we ask of Thee, 
This is noble liberty. 

Day by day to grow in light, 
Joy in faith, yet hope for sight. 
More and more to good incline, 
Have no other will but Thine ; 
This, O God, we ask of Thee, 
This IS brightening liberty. 
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THE WEB OP PROVIDENCE. 

Then — ^to calmly sink to rest ; 
Then — ^to wake amid the blest ; 
Then — to see Thee, love, and know, 
As no mortal may below ; 
O our Father, let it be ! 
This is heavenly liberty. 

TRUST IN DEATH VAIN. 

IF our faith no comfort yieldeth 
While we breathe this mortal breath. 
May we not be vainly trusting 
To the hand of death ? 

If our love, no peace imparting, 

Leaves us worn with care and strife. 
May not hope's faint light grow fainter. 
And go out with life ? 

Death shall hardly change the issues 

Utterly of faith and love : 
Peace the Father gives not only 
To His saints above. 

O, to solemn truth awaking. 

Ere yet fail this mortal breath, 
Seek, till thou possess, the treasure 
Found not first in death. 

THE WEB OF PROVIDENCE. 

IN humble faith, my soul, abide. 
Till Love Divine shall call thee hence ; 
And show the perfect beauteous side 
Of the vast web of Providence. 
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THE STRENGTH OF TRUST. 

No eye beneath the vaulted skies 

Can o'er that work its glance extend ; 

No mind, ere yet to heaven it rise, 

Though it should see, could comprehend. 

Enough to hope, to trust, to love, 
And wait the swiftly nearing day, 

When thou from glorious heights above 
Shalt marvels passing thought survey. 

Enough, till thou shalt join the quire 
Whose burning love breathes ceaseless praise, 

To feel within the kindling fire, 

And oft in speechless wonder gjaze ! 

^ugu8t ^3. 

THE STRENGTH OF TRUST. 

THE trustful spirit never fails ; 
It knows eternal youth ; 
It mounts as if with eagle wings 
Toward the clear heaven of Truth. 

Its eye is on the mighty God ; 

Its strength is in His arm ; 
And, quickened by the light of life, 

Not death itself can harm. 

O, seek yet more of trust, my soul, 
And thou shalt live in praise ; 

And in whatever is lovely grow. 
And worthier songs shalt raise. 

The seraph soon shall welcome thee 
To his bright home of Truth ; 

And God shall give thee there to live 
In deathless, fadeless youth. 
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EAKTHLT GOOD. 

^itgost 24. 

A HEAVENLY SOUTUDE. 

LORD, with Thy love my soul illume; 
And then, though dark be all around. 
The inward joy, for outward gloom. 
May only be the more profound. 

The eye of faith may farther see 

Into the depths of love divine ; 
Because the eye less strong is free 

From things which dazzling, wildering shine. 

The circling gloom may but exclude 

Fond dreams, to brighter seasons known. 

And make a heavenly solitude, 
A happy soul with God alone ! 

^ngmi 25. 

EARTHLY GOOD. 

ALL earthly hopes depart ; 
All earthly joys decay ; 
And they who give to these the heart 

Pursue a darkening way : 
The years no power can e'er recall 
Full swiftly bear them from their alL 

Ev'n here too griefs return. 
And fears that none may quell 
For few that joys immortal spurn 

Secure till death can dwell : 
The love that fain would bless denies 
The peace for which the bosom sighs. 
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HATRED FOR A PLACE. 

O God, of power benign, 
Hear from Thy Throne above, 
And more and more our hearts incline 

To yield to boundless love. 
Till gone be faithless griefs and fears, 
And joys be won for endless years, 

J^ujjtrst 26. 

WHAT YET REMAINS. 

THOU ma/st by God be loved. 
If all besides be fled ; 
And canst thou hear with heart unmoved 
A truth to wake the dead ? 

Thy God too thou may'st love ; 
With Him for ever be 
In His bright sinless world above : 
Is hope all gone for thee ? 

And thou may'st, like thy God, 
Delight in all things pure ; 
May'st heaven foretaste, with angels laud 
And must dark grief endure ? 

O rouse thee from the dust ! 
O cast thy bonds away ! 
The heaven of man begins with trust : 
Thine may begin to-day. 

August 27. 

HATRED FOR A PLACE. 

WHO often in his folly speaks 
Of hatred for a place, 
Shall haply tell, if he search well. 
The cause, and mourn to trace. 
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UNSOUNDED DEPTHS. 

It may be that himself hath sown 

Briers and thorns around ; 
And then, when these are grown, he sees 

'Tis no fair garden-ground 

O, let him learn, the Heaven-taught soul 

Can make a pleasant place 
Where'er she feels her God reveals 

The love she joys to trace ; 

And if she o'er another's heart 
Must sometimes make her moan. 

Will oftener see on bended knee 
What she mourns in her own. 

Nor less too let him well beware 

He makes not earth a sphere 
Where all once bright that woke delight. 

Remembered, wakes a tear. 

^trjtrst 28. 

UNSOUNDED DEPTHS. 

IN the ocean vast, profound. 
Father, of Thy Love supreme, 
There are depths we cannot sound ; 
Where what erring mortals deem 
Discords, are, and still shall be, 
In sublimest harmony. 

By Thy Light within, O Lord, 
We descry that ocean vast ; 

By the faith Thou dost accord 
Own that harmony ; and cast 

Far away each doubt that stays 

Fervent and adoring praise. 
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EAGER HASTE. 

God, in harmony divine 

Let Thy gifts within us dwell ; 

And with blended force incline 
Evermore our hearts to tell 

How the depths we cannot sound 

Wake but reverence profound. 

<§.ugu8t 29. 

EAGER HASTE. 

WHATFER thy work in life may be, 
No eager haste yields good to thee, 
For time or for eternity. 

Be calm, and trust : God gives thee all 
Demanded by thy duty's call, 
And will, whatever may thee befall. 

Well doth He know thy work sublime 
Is Him to serve and please in time, 
Preparing for the eternal clime. 

And He will grant thee time for this. 
And strength, whatever thou seem to miss. 
As surely as He calls to bliss. 

O, calmly work ; for only so 

Can all most pure within thee grow, 

Or love's glad praises sweetly flow. 

Yes, calmly work : the greatest things 

Are quiet as an angel's wings, 

Or daylight in its beauteous springs. 

Nor care to rest till set of sun, 
Till every task on earth be done. 
And toil be o'er and heaven be won. 
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WAKING IN HEAVEN. 

WAKING IN HEAVEN. 

'nr^IS sweet on earth to wake at morn 
X Refreshed and glad, when faint and 
worn 

We laid us down at even : 
How sweet, when last we sink to rest, 
Pallid and spent, amid the blest. 

To wake once more — in heaven ! 

On earth, if oft at morning's dawn 

Lost strength return, that strength is gone 

When evening comes again : 
In heaven renewed, our angel powers 
Shall yield not to a few brief hours, 

But ever fresh remain. 

On earth, though we may wake and smile 
With new-born joy, a little while. 

And tears may tell our woe : 
In heaven, who once with joy awake 
Shall still unceasing bliss partake, 

As endless ages flow. 

O Father, grant us more and more 
To prize that bliss ; for all in store 

Whose hearts to Thee are given ; 
And when, at Thy well-chosen hour. 
Fails utterly each mortal power, 

O, may we wake in heaven ! 
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THE GREAT CHANGE. 

^trguet 81. 

THE GREAT CHANGE. 

NOT in life's busiest day, 
O change that soon shall be, 
Would I forget to muse 
A little while on thee ; — 

On losing sight and sound 

Of all around on earth ; 
And seeing face to face 

The Author of my birth ; — 

On feeling that the time, 

So priceless now, is o'er, 
And good untold is lost 

Or won for evermore : 

Dread woe, the doom pronounced 
By the Great Judge above, 

Or sinless, deathless bliss. 
Life in the light of Love. 

O Thou who all wouldst save, 
Father who hearest prayer, 

Ev'n now my soul for death, 
And so for heaven, prepare. 

Thy feeble child make strong. 
Make rich in every grace ; 

And in Thy time with joy sublime 
Meet to behold Thy face. 
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MARY AT THE SEPULCHRE. 

Sdptombdr 1. 

EACH HATH HIS BURDEN. 

EACH hath his burden ; and by grace 
divine, 
I will not chafe, nor murmur under mine : 
With all besides, I leave it to Thy care ; 
Tis Thine to choose, O God ; 'tis mine to bear. 

Each hath his burden none but Thou can 

know; 
And I will deem 'tis well it should be so : 
Enough that, whatsoe'er the heart oppress. 
Who sees in secret can in secret bless. 

Ah ! thence I learn that each too hath his joy. 
Whatever untold deject him or annoy, 
Whose heaven-taught spirit looks to One 

above, 
Confiding in His wisdom and His love. 

Father, vouchsafe to me the grace I need ; 
Still in the path which tendeth homeward lead ; 
And, come what may to cheer or gloom my 

days. 
My soul shall trust Thee and my lips shall 

praise. 

September 2. 

MARY AT THE SEPULCHRE. 

FULL many a tear into a smile would 
change, 
Had mortal sight a deeper, wider range. 
And thou, lone mourner, what would comfort 

thee > 
Simply the truth discerned, thy lost to see. 



THE NEW JOY. 



O Truth ! thou lightest us to sweetest rest ; 
And all most blessed where the saints are blest : 
In their bright heaven thy radiance never 

fails, 
And earth grows happy as thy light prevails. 



Saptamter 3, 

THE NEW JOY. 

AH ! who shall tell the joy 
Born with the primal hour 
Of conscious love to God above, 
And fear's extinguished power ! 

Then first the soul perceives 
Her deepest want supplied ; 
And so grows strong to praise in song, 
Whatever be yet denied. 

To please her God designed, 
For Him she now would live ; 
Would feel Him near, to Him be dear, 
And all He asketh give. 

What doth He ask of each ? 
The heart Himself hath made. . 
O, would that all would hear His call. 
Draw nigh, nor be afraid ! 

Then earth were filled with peace ; 
All heaven with joy would ring ; 
And praised should be unceasingly 
In both our God and King. 
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ALL ILLS WITHIN. 

Ssptdmbdt i» 

FOR CLEARER LIGHT. 

FOR clearer light, for calmer trust. 
For sinless, fearless love, 
I lift mine eyes, I breathe my prayer. 
To Thee, my God, above. 

Forgive me if I mourn too much 

The dimness ofttimes felt 
O'er things divine, or wrongly crave 

The obscuring mists should melt. 

And, if they must abate my joy. 
Forbid they chill my love : 

I lift mine eyes, I breathe my prayer. 
To Thee, my God, above. 

O, grant that error, doubt, suspense. 
And sin may soon be flown 

In those bright rays that waken praise 
For ever round Thy throne. 

JSaptawbor 5. 

ALL ILLS WITHIN. 

TRITE is the truth, and yet 
We need it told again, 
As one we all forget. 

Though grave it be as plain : 

All ills are in the soul. 

O child of fear and doubt. 
There, there exert control. 

And leave the things without. 
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FRETFULNESS OF AGE. 

Not seldom these are strong, 
Untoward, and perplexed ; 

And who would rule that throng 
Shall ceaselessly be vexed. 

While in the soul one grace, 
Fervent and glowing there, 

Can with still might displace 
All fear, and doubt, and care. 

O, seek until thou know 
That filial, trustful love. 

Whose fruit is peace below. 
And bliss past thought above. 



FRETFULNESS OF AGE. 

IN life's dim frontier journeying as they deem, 
And, haply with few fears, to realms of 
peace. 
There are whose fretfulness and anger seem 
As the last shadows deepen to increase. 

Have these indeed fought the good fight and 
prayed, 

Counting their ills but kindly discipline ; 
Or dream they sins with fading life will fade, 

And heavenly graces must in heaven begin .^ 

Ye aged, pause upon your weary way ; 

Repent the past ere the last stage be o'er ; 
Be patient, gentle, kind, begin to-day ; 

Nor cease till death bring life for evermore. 
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GIVE ME THY HEA&T. 

And, O my soul, do thou more watchful live ; 

Fear what thou seest all around prevail ; 
Follow thy Lord ; each bitterest wrong for- 
give; 

And seek that peace within thee never fail. 

SBpt^mber 7. 

GREAT REMEDIES. 

BE too busy e'er to brood 
On some past regretted good, 
Or imagined ill ; 
Be too trustful e'er to fear 
Aught that seemeth evil here 
Is not kindness still. 

And thy heart so fill with love. 
Praise it must the Lord above ; 

Oft in fervent strain : 
Trust, and work, and love, and praise, 
Make in life delightsome days, 

And then death — a gain. 

jSeptamber 8. 

GIVE ME THY HEART. 

BEHOLD, thy Maker now 
Asks yet once more thy heart ! 
And yield but this with guileless vow, 
What will He not impart ? 

He will adorn thee here 
With every lovely grace ; 
And fit thee for a blissful sphere 
Where thou shalt see His face. 
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THE DAY GOETH AWAY. 

He will vouchsafe to thee 
On earth His peace sublime ; 
And then in heaven eternally, 
Delights undreamt in time. 

O, hark ! He calls again : 
Obey that still small voice : 
Give Him the heart He asks, and then 
Rejoice in God, rejoice ! 

Septewbar 9. 

THE DAY GOETH AWAY. 

THE evening breeze is sighing 
Above the water's breast ; 
On wide-waved pinions flying 
The raven seeks her nest ; 
While sinks the sun, 
His labour done. 
In silent pomp to rest. 

A calm, but lonely feeling, 

As some sweet joys were fled, 
Within my breast is stealing, 
As musingly I tread 
My winding way, 
And homeward stray, 
By this fair river led. 

The songs are gone for ever. 
That echoed here so late ; 
Full many a flower shall never. 
With perfume delicate. 
Again breathe round 
Delight profound. 
Or griefs or cares abate. 
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THE DAY GOETH AWAY. 

Yon clouds, serenely floating 
Athwart the crimson West ; 
Those near the moon, — ^who, noting 
The bright sun sink to rest, 
With gentle smile 
Lights up the while 
Her beauteous silver crest ; — 

All, all are slowly losing 

Each hue so bright and fair ; 
And never more, diffusing 
Such radiance, shall be there ; 
But pass away, 
Like yesterday. 
And all bright things that were ! 

Ah ! why should mortals cherish 

Fond love for aught below, 
Where all is born to perish. 
And be no more ! — ^as though 
No bosom fain 
Would see again. 
Or sighed that it should go ! — 

Nay — fear not all will perish, 
That gladdens here below ; 
Eternity shall cherish 
The loveliest flowers that blow : 
The flowers of grace 
A radiant place 
In Paradise shall know. 

In them too shall for ever 
The Lord Himself delight ; 

And withering, fading, never, 
Shall they be in His sight ; 
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DISAPPOINTED LOVE. 

While seraphim 
That joy in Him 
In His joy shall unite. 

Then, let the breezes sighing 
Above the water's breast, 
And raven homeward flying 
At even to her nest, 
And sinking sun 
Whose race is run 
But mind thee of thy rest 



DISAPPOINTED LOVE. 

F with some creature's failing love 
There fail thee too thy spirit's light. 

With grief sincere account it clear 
Thou lovest not God aright. 



And then look up to Heaven once more, 
And ask that grace supreme, sublime. 
Of which possest, the soul can rest. 
Despite all ills of time. 

O, how should aught in human form 

Make dark the soul whose love is given 
To God above, the Fount of Love 
And light and life in heaven ? 

Be wise, be wise ! 'tis in the skies 

The Love which never fails is found ; 
And this, felt thine by grace divine. 
Makes every good abound. 

ao3 



FOR MOMENTS OF INDECISION. 

MEETNESS FOR HEAVEN. 

CALM, confiding, loving, pure. 
Ever meet to soar above. 
Thee to adore with saints mature, 
Keep me, O Thou God of Love ! 

Much without me tempts astray ; 

Much within — ^yea, all is frail : 
Save as Thou dost grace display, 

Every power I own must fail. 

Take, then. Lord, Thy rightful place 
More, yet more within my heart ; 

And, through all this earthly race. 
Guide, sustain me, ne'er depart. 

Ne'er depart, for Jesu's sake, 
Till this fleeting life be o'er ; 

Then, amidst Thy jewels make 
Me Thine own for evermore. 

Septambar 12. 

FOR MOMENTS OF INDECISION. 

CHOOSE at all cost the right, 
'Tis safest, noblest, best ; 
Obey the still small voice within ; 
And leave with God the rest. 

That voice be sure is His ; 
No further seek to see ; 
Resolve and do, or count all vain 
In praises breathed by thee. 

204 



PRAYER TO THE "GOD OF HOPE." 

God's Goodness or His Power. 
Whatever thy lips may say, 
By thee is trusted not, if this 
Be not thy chosen way. 

The right may task thy strength, 
May need a single heart ; 
But doubt not soon, perhaps to-day, 
'Twill prove the happier part. 

O, choose at once the right, 
*Tis safest, noblest, best ; 
Obey the still small voice within ; 
And leave with God the rest. 

September 13. 

PRAYER TO THE ** GOD OF HOPE." 

OGOD of hope, Thy grace I need 
Within my inmost heart, 
To help me on my onward way. 
And hope's glad strength impart 

Too oft I fail to feel aright 

Thy bounteous love to me ; 
And oft through self-made glooms of earth. 

Thy heaven too dimly see. 

Then pardon. Lord, if now I crave 

That hope may brighter grow 
Within this heart, where joy should live, 

And love should overflow. 

O, pardon me, and hear my prayer ! 

When weak with ills to cope. 
And patience fails, nor love prevails, 

O, grant me stronger hope ! 
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'*ALL MY SPRINGS ARE IN TU££." 

God to thee is very tender, 
And His mercies oft review : 

So may sometimes midnight darkness 
Like bright morn thy praise renew. 



September J6. 

"ALL MY SPRINGS ARE IN THEE. 



tt 



A CRAVING, weak, dependent thing, 
Man roams a weary waste. 
In quest of some refreshing spring 
No eye hath ever traced. 

If oft he lays him down, and dreams. 
And slakes his burning thirst. 

He wakes beside the fancied streams, 
Still craving as at first. 

O ! does he learn the truth at last. 

And, turning in despair 
From barren sands, look up, and cast 

His wants and sorrows there ? 

Soon does the eye of faith descry, 

What cannot else be seen. 
Streams in the desert, flowing high 

'Twixt banks for ever green. 

He stoops to drink, then kneels to bless 

The Healer of his woes ; 
And, as he kneels, the wilderness 

All blossoms as the rose ! 

And now, 'tis not a dream of joy ; 

'Tis sweet reality ; 
*Tis pleasure, Lord, without alloy ; 

His "springs are all in Thee ! " 
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A SONG IN THE NIGHT, 

V 

Thou art as yet but as a child 
That just hath oped its eyes ; 

He is the Great Eternal Source 
Of all in earth and skies. 

O, rest in vague conception here 

Of what is dimly shown ; 
And why so dimly may ere long 

In radiant realms be known : 

Be known, to wake thy grateful praise, 
That ne'er had shone before 

On thee the light, till then too bright, 
Now thine for evermore. 



September X5. 

A SONG IN THE NIGHT. 

WAKEFUL though I lie and restless, 
Let me not impatient be ; 
Many a youth the deck is pacing 

In the wild winds on the sea ; 
Lonely, cold, and for the morning 
Watching sadly, wearily. 

While too I no pain am feeling. 
Though I seek in vain to sleep, 

O, how many, racked with anguish. 
Would, but cannot silence keep ! 

What to them were painless watching 
Here or on the lonely deep ? 

F^eel compassion, O my spirit ; 
And not less be grateful too ; 
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DIVIKE CARS. 

Ssptotatet* 18* 

WEARISOME LIFE. 

STRANGE, that man, who findeth life 
Oft so wearisome to bear. 
Should yet crave with fervent heart 
Threatening death to spare ! 

How he may contented live, 

Breathing neither plaint nor sigh. 
He too often knoweth not. 
Yet he shrinks to die ! 

Years he throws as dust away. 

Hours he spends with murmuring breath 
Yet what counts he dear as life. 
When confronts him death ? 

Mortal, if thou need it, wake ! 
Still let life be dear to thee ; 
But, as thy great sowing-time 
For eternity. 

O awake I and count thy days 

Past all price ; yet spend them so 
That t'will be when death shall call 
Boundless gain to go ! 



DIVINE CARE. 

MY Father kept me through the night. 
Till slumber sweet was o'er ; 
His Hand sustained my life in sleep, 
Or I had waked no more. 
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CITY PEACE AND CITY WORK. 

Now will I walk in light with Him ; 

His beams at home, abroad, 
Shall still fresh love, fresh power reveal, 

And I will praise my God. 

To serve, to please Him, by His grace, 

Shall be my sweet employ ; 
His love through Christ my constant trust, 

His righteous will my joy. 

So He will guard me night and day, 

Till life's brief course be o'er ; 
And my freed spirit wake to bliss ; 

Thenceforth to sleep no more. 

CITY PEACE AND CITY WORK. 

WHAT tumultuous tides of life 
Through the city flow ! 
With what peace amidst the strife 
Only One may know. 

In the eager, hurrying crowd. 

Some pass here and there, 
Who but little speak aloud. 

Much in silent prayer. 

*Mid the press for outward gain. 

Stained so oft with sin, 
Some work hard with hand and brain. 

Moved by love within. 

And of these — O blest employ ! — 

Some in secret go ; 
Changing oft to thankful joy 

Murmuring want and woe. 



SIX 



EVIL OF AMGBR. 

On them rests an Eye of Love ; 

In their secret hearts 
They foretaste the bliss above 

Which that Love imparts. 

Lord, Thy little flock increase. 

Who, thus doing good, 
Find in crowds yet more of peace 

Than in solitude. 

Seprtember 21. 

EVIL OF ANGER. 

MEEK Redeemer ! calmly bearing 
Hate,S-eproach, contempt, and scorn 
May we all, 1 hy spirit sharing. 
Over wrongs but pray and mourn ! 

Anger is not for a creature 

Asking mercy day by day : 
Lord, we own, each tone and feature 

Should the grace we need display. 

Anger harms ourselves and others ; 

Peace destroys or long suspends ; 
And the bonds of friends and brothers 

Oft with reckless fury rends. 

Yea, dread thought ! unchecked, it renders 
Worse than vain our prayers to Heaven, 

That, as we forgive offenders. 
We ourselves may be forgiven. 

Lord, preserve us meekly bearing 

All that else might waken ire ; 
And each heart. Thy spirit sharing, 

With Thy heavenly peace inspire. 
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THE GOLDEN GATES. 

Septembar 22. 

THE GOLDEN GATES. 

I WILL not ponder on a hidden way, 
Silent and lone and long, from earth to 
heaven : 
Rather my hope shall be, 
Till the great change I see. 
That with life's parting breath will dawning 
bliss be given. 

Why should my last home be far, far away 
From the fair birth-place of my earliest love ; 

This earth where much is dear. 

That I would linger near. 
Though with supreme delight in God my King 
above ? 

And you, ye thoughts of darkness and of death, 
And mouldering relics senseless in the tomb; 

Relics the soul will flee, 

Neglectingly utterly ; 
Why should ye cast on life a worse than 
fruitless gloom ? 

O, calmly let me wait the nearing end ; 
No form, no sequel fear of mortal strife ; 

But trust that, as the breath 

Faileth, the key of death 
Will softly ope for me the golden gates of 
life. 
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CHRIST EXCUSING AMD PARDONING. 

SBptsmbsT 23* 

CHRIST EXCUSING AND PARDONING. 

HOW few that, tender sjmipathy expecting 
In gloom and dread. 
Turn to their dearest friends, and there detect- 
ing 

Dull sleep instead. 
Remember still how frail this mortal clay. 
And, though with swelling heart, excuse as best 
they may ! 

Still fewer they, who, when their hands have 
lavished 

Their choicest good ; 
And scorn requites the boon, not bosoms 
ravished 

With gratitude ; 
Freely forgive, and look with sorrowing eye 
On malice skilled to work her own sad destiny. 

And where, O, where, amid the hosts display- 
ing 

The Cross, are those, 
Who, hated, mocked, and basely wronged, are 
praying 

For bitterest foes. 
While yet before them, and, with pitying 

glance. 
Striving to bury still their sins in ignorance ? 

Meek, suffering Lord ! no tongue can tell Thy 
glory 

In heaven or earth I 
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LIFE WITH A GREAT PURPOSE. 

We read, we mark, we ponder deep the story, 

Of priceless worth : 
But, fading like the spangles of the night 
Before the blaze of day, our minds are lost in 
light ! 



LIFE WITH A GREAT PURPOSE. 

TO serve an end divinely great, 
It must be great to live : 
And didst Thou me for this create ? — 
O God, Thy succour give ! 

Teach me yet more to value life 

From Thee, my being's Sun, 
For what through faith and prayer and strife 

May in that life be done. 

Give me to feel how poor is aught 
That soon will fade from view, 

Compared with joys surpassing thought 
Thine own are going to. 

To please Thee here, exalt Thy name, 

And grow in conscious love ; 
Be this my daily, hourly aim. 

Till meet for heaven above. 

All gracious Lord, Thy servant hear : 

Thou madest me for this : 
O, keep me in Thy love and fear. 

And be Thyself my bliss. 
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THS nX£D HEART. 

STRENGTH AS OUR DAYS. 

AS thy days thy strength shall be 
O my soul, rejoice and sing ! 
This is truth divine for thee. 
Long as thou to God shalt cling. 

As thy days thy strength shall be : 
Every fear then from thee fling ! 

Here each mom thy solace see 
For whatever the day shall bring. 

Dread not ev'n the solemn time, 
Very near, perhaps, to thee : 

Still shall live this truth sublime ; 
As thy days thy strength shall be. 

Yea, when time on earth is o'er. 
At the judgment thou shalt see, 

And with rapture God adore, 

As thy days thy strength shall be. 

jSeptewtor 26 ♦ 

THE FIXED HEART. 

MY heart, O God, my heart is fixed 
To do Thy holy will ; 
But frailties, failings, sins, are mixed 
With all my service still ! 

I see Thy precepts wise and good, 

And each in mercy given ; 
Though to fufil them as I should, 

Too faintly have I striven. 
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THE GIFT OF SPEECH. 

To be approved and loved by Thee, 

I feel is bliss supreme ; 
Though tempted oft my spirit be 

Of meaner joys to dream. 

O Lord my God, for Jesu*s sake, 

Accept my better will ; 
And, ev'n though all of sin partake. 

Believe I love Thee still. 

THE GIFT OF SPEECH. 

O MARVEL common as profound ! 
And thence with little wondey* wrought, 
That by an aptly varying sound 
The soul can show to listeners round 
Its inward, hidden, viewless thought ! 

Can cull each sound with lightning speed, 
Even from thousands making choice 

Without an effort, and can feed 

A brother's spirit, that hath need 
Of Truth's pure nurture, with the voice ! 

O man, how Heaven hath favoured thee 

Scarcely below an angel, thou 
Canst commune with thy race, and be 
Blest and a blessing thus, and see 

Thy God well pleased, and thanks avow. 

O spread His truth ! O chant His praise ! 

The noblest office of the tongue 
Is to extol its Maker's ways, 
And others from the dust to raise, 

By whom His wonders may be sung. 
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KXSTLBSS BUT PAINLESS. 

SoptsQilnr 28. 

TWO CLASSES. 

TWO classes of our kind wdl-nigh 
Between them all the race divide : 
The one prize love around the hearth ; 
The other — ^anywhere beside. 

Of these, the smiles, the pleasant words, 
The kindly tones wherein they speak. 

Are for the stranger ; whose r^ard 
They thus, and oft not vainly, seek. 

By those, with all that most endears 
Are knit more closely tenderer ties ; 

And, next to Heaven, within their home 
Their heart's delightsome treasure lies. 

With such be wise, and choose thy part ; 

And, whomsoe'er abroad thou meet. 
Far dearer still be those within 

The home which love can make so sweet. 

RESTLESS BUT PAINLESS. 

WHAT myriads now on earth there be, 
Who in their sleepless agony 
Would gladly ills exchange with me ! 

Then chafe, my spirit, nor repine ; 
But rather grateful be that thine 
Are tempered still by Grace Divine. 

If restless, it is not with pain ; 

And, should this lack of sleep remain, 

A thankful heart makes want a gain. 
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HARVEST. 



Sweet are the songs that greet the light, 
When morning glads once more the sight ; 
But songs are given too in the night 

O chant thy praise, and God adore ; 
Recount His mercies o'er and o'er ; 
And praise Him till thou sleep no more ! 



Seprtemter 30. 

HARVEST. 

THE harvest is gathered ; 
And now let us raise. 
Adoring its Author, 
Loud anthems of praise. 

Like all that should gladden, 

A gift from above, .i^f 

The best fruit it yieldeth 
Is nurture for love. 

And love let it nourish, 

As bread 'twill afford ; 
And love, as reminding 

Of Jesus, the Lord. 

Let food that can strengthen 

The heart be to each 
An emblem that sweetly 

And clearly shall teach. 

So while of our mercies 

The source 'twill express, 
The Saviour Himself will 

Be present to bless. 

ax9 



THE HAftVEST PAST. 

His smile will enlighten 
Our dwellings below ; 

And kindness and gladness 
Around us shall flow. 

Nor will He forsake us, 
Till„ ripe for the sky, 

We are taken and garnered 
By angels on high* 

O God of our spirits, 
With Bread from above. 

While feeding our bodies, 
Feed ever our love ! 



Bctotwr I. 

THE HARVEST PAST. 

PAST is the harvest, and the summer spent! 
Autumn hath gently laid upon the scene 
Her vest of many hues, so softly blent, 
We scarce can sigh for summer's robe of 
green. 

But all is fading fast ! the chilly breeze 
Pales night and day what is so richly clad ; 

And soon will sing a dirge above the trees, 
Lifting their naked arms all cold and sad ! 

And then will come the wild and wintry blast, 
Sweeping o'er woods that were so proudly 
dight ; 
And then — a dull and heavy cloud will cast 
O'er the still scene one winding-sheet ot 
white ! 

aao 



BRIGHTENING MORN. 

Mortal, awake ! A voice in harvest warned, 

" What thy hand soweth it shall also reap V 
Now speak the fading leaves: if they be 
scorned, 
Who knows that thou shalt see the withered 
heap ? 

Thou may'st be hidden out of sight, ere they 
Be lying on the ground *mid winter's gloom ; 

And some thou gazest on may yet decay 
On the green turf above thy silent tomb ! 

Mortal, awake ! One harvest more is near. 
With other reapers than have met thy sight. 

O, ere it come, this voice of mercy hear : 
Rise from the dead, and Christ shall give 
thee light ! 

BRIGHTENING MORN. 

MORN hath brightened slowly ; 
Night hath passed away ; 
Calm, and sweet, and holy. 
Be this autumn day. 

All around is beauty. 

All within be love. 
Strong for every duty. 

Fixed on things above. 

There is good supernal, 

There alone is rest, 
Sinless, sweet, eternal. 

For Thy children blest. 
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"WILLING TO CONTENT THE PEOPLE." 

There a morning brightens, 
Which shall ne'er decline ; 

There a Sun enlightens, 
Which shall ever shine. 

O, what beams resplendent, 

O, what visions fair, 
O, what joys transcendent. 

Wake loud anthems there I 

Lord, accept our praises 

For the light we see ; 
And for all that raises 

Our glad souls to Thee. 

Sctator 3. 

"WILLING TO CONTENT THE PEOPLE." 

WILLING to content the people, 
Thou may'st win the people's laud ; 
But count that a slender guerdon ; 
Aim to please thy God. 

Oft may this ask self-denial ; 

Much from yielding hearts ; but then. 
For the right God bids His children 
Quit themselves like men. 

It may bring, too, seeming evil ; 
Commonly of transient date ; 
But the right brings good enduring. 
Past thy power to rate. 

O, look thou above the people : 

Him who made and rules them see : 
Their good pleasure lasts a moment ; 
His, eternally. 
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life's sublime end. 

@ctoter 4» 

ONE LORD AND ONE JUDGE. 

OW oft are uttered words 



_ _ Followed by secret sighs ; 
And prayers, too, known by Him alone 
To whom the suppliant cries ! 

How few hearts dream that one 
Who from the right hath strayed, 

And scorn provoked, is bowed to earth. 
Distressed, ashamed, afraid : — 

While yet thus bowed he is ; 

And, though he marks the scorn, 
Will breathe no word, no thought admit, 

Not of his sorrow bom ! 

O world, ye oft-times err ; 

And always when ye dare 
To wound the spirit that hath failed. 

But soon fails not in prayer. 

Be slow, nay fear, to judge ; 

Leave all to their one Lord : 
Who knows His own, with Him alone 

Is each man's just award. 

life's sublime END. 

COME what may, 'tis blest to live, 
When, through every change we see. 
Constant still, the heart we give, 
Perfect like our God to be. 
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SECURE WEALTH. 

Each new morning brings new joy ; 

For that now a task is ours^ 
Yielding ever fresh employ, 

Worthy of our loftiest powers. 

Not the bright hosts in the sides 

Have sublimer ends in view ; 
And to their bliss all shall rise, 

Who such good on earth pursue. 

They shall go from strength to strength, 
They shall mount from height to height. 

Until each appear at length 
Sinless in the realms of light 

Lord, amidst all seeming ill. 

Thy good Spirit freely give ; 
Then, whatever may grieve us, still 

We will count it blest to live. 

Bctoter 6. 

SECURE WEALTH. 

ALL other wealth will soon depart 
But that secured within the heart : 
No other gain will long remain 
But that which dying saints retain. 

All other joy will soon be o'er 
But that which lasts for evermore ; 
Joy in the quenchless light of Love, 
The Sun which never sets above. 

O, choose, my heart, the priceless good ! 
Let that alone as wealth be viewed, 
Which, when all else shall pass away. 
Makes rich beyond what tongue can say. 
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UGHT WITHOUT AND WITHIN. 

So wait the end of mortal power, 
So ponder oft the solemn hour, 
That, closely near, ^twill not appal, 
But more endear thine all in alL 

And lift thy grateful song to God, 
And never cease His name to laud, 
Who teaches thee to prize, above 
All earth can give, the bliss of Love. 



©xjtobBr 7. 

UGHT WITHOUT AND WITHIN. 

I THANK Thee, Lord, for every night 
Of sweet refreshing rest ; 
And every day^s rekindled Light 
Without, within my breast. 

The Light revealing to mine eyes 

Thy glorious works around ; 
The Light whereby my faith descries 

In all things love profound. 

O, grant that both, throughout this day, 

By Thy benign control, 
With influence sweet may strongly sway 

Toward heaven and Thee my soul. 

And, brightening till I soar above. 

May that within me be 
A conscious pledge of deathless love 

In endless bliss with Thee ! 
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MOT OF THE MIGHT. 

Sctabar 8. 

NOT OF THE NIGHT. 

NOW no longer of the night; 
Let us all with one accord 
Walk as children of the light 
In the garden of the Lord. 

Lo, the sun hath risen high ! 

Gladdening beams are all abroad! 
They reveal a Father nigh : 

Walk we then in light with God. 

Filled with love be every heart ; 

Each a blessing now, and blest ; 
Longing to see ills depart 

None should look upon and resL 

In the struggle for the right. 

In diffusing truth around, 
In suppressing deeds of night. 

Let our righteous zeal abound. 

This brief life to each was given 
For a great and glorious end ; 

And for that from mom till even 
Aim we until spent to spend : 

Seeking with a grateful breast 
More and more to please the Lord, 

Know Him as our only Rest, 
Count His smile our best reward. 

Then, awaking soon on high, 
We shall live and love and laud. 

With no fear, no evil nigh. 
In the Paradise of God. 
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HABITS. 

Sctabar 9. 

ONE MASTER. 

OTHAT mine eye could ever see, 
And ever wait, my God, on Thee ! 
Thus learning best to calmly scan 
Alike the praise and blame of man. 

Two masters can be served by none. 
And I would look and cleave to One ; 
Sure that my service thus would be 
More pure, more peaceful, and more free. 

. In Thee alone my spirit lives ; 
Thy Hand my every blessing gives : 
O, how should aught have power to move 
A care, except that Thou approve ! 

Father, forgive ! With shame I own 
I do not wait on Thee alone : 
Too oft, though yearning to be free, 
I look to mortals, not to Thee. 

O, help me every bond to break ; 
And stronger, nobler, holier make 
Thy child so frail ; till nought can move 
A care, except that Thou approve. 

Sctolwr 10. 

HABITS. 

AS thy habits are, my soul. 
Art thou strong for good or ill : 
Firm be o'er them thy control. 
One with God's thy will. 
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DIM KNOWLEDGE. 

Slowly gaineth each its might, 
Like the long-enduring oak : 
Then they are as armour bright. 
Or a galling yoke. 

O believe, through grace divine, 

Ev'n the best may be thine own ; 
Till before the world thou shine, 
Strong for good alone. 

O believe that thou mayst rise, 
Whatsoe'er depress thee now. 
Till no seraph in the skies 
Be more blest than thou. 

God, in whom I move and live. 

By Thy grace each day renewed. 
And by all that power can give. 
Make me strong for good. 

DIM KNOWLEDGE. 

ONE stage at least the soul hath won 
Toward peace divine below, 
That sees, content, when all is done, 
She can but dimly know. 

The Great Almighty God above, 
His Son, the Christ, our Lord, 

The Spirit that doth wake our love. 
And faith and hope accord ; — 

The power, the ways, the ends benign, 

Of which our eyes may read 
In Nature's book and words divine. 

The wise will love to heed ; — 
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THE FORGIVING SAVIOUR. 

Each truth as yet to man revealed, 

And all we hope to see, 
In light the glorious mom shall yield 

When doubt and darkness flee ; — 

O, search and ponder as we may. 

As onward still we go. 
Till close the night, and break the day 

We can but dimly know. 

But be this hope enough for each ; 

Let all impatience cease ; 
Our God will soon more clearly teach : 

O, wait His time in peace ! 

THE FORGIVING SAVIOUR. 

THERE are who kindly in their hours of 
gladness 
Shed joy around ; 
Yet cold or wrathful in the day of sadness 

Toward all are found : 
Like flowers that healthful odours in the light 
Breathe sweetly forth, and yet are noxious in 
the night 

And there be too, a larger unblest number, 

That good return ; 
But wake, if wronged, like lions from their 
slumber. 

And fiercely bum : 
Shall such. Lord, bear Thy name and sing 

Thy praise i 
O, give them eyes to see, and hearts to love 
Thy ways. 
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Pardoning Thy friends^ foigetfiil in the Gar- 
den 

Of Thee forlorn ; 
Praying upon the Cross for foes that harden 

Their hearts in scorn ; 
Pleading for each the one, the only plea. 
That even Thy Divine all-searching Eye could 



O ! never yet the angels that attending 

Before Thee bow. 
Beheld more wondrous hues of gk>iy blending 

Around Thy brow. 
Than when, fulfilling boundless mercy^s pkin. 
They saw their suffering Lord a meek foigiv- 
ing man. 

THE SINGLE AIM. 

UNTIL thou covet gold, nor fame. 
Nor note, nor prais^ nor shrink from 
blame. 
But cleave to one high, holy aim. 
Expect not peace. 

That aim must be to please thy God ; 
To live as His at home, abroad ; 
To walk with Him in love and laud ; 
And never cease. 

O aim sublime ! O hallowed life ! 
O pleasant walk, unvexed by strife. 
With hopes and joys and praises rife ! 
' Be ever mine ! 
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HURRY AND SAGERNESS. 

My God, my Father, hear my prayer ; 
Watch over me with ceaseless care ; 
And guide me till securely there. 
Where all are Thine. 

Sx^toher 14. 

PLEASURE AND WORK. 

WHO pleasure makes his chief pursuit, 
Or, worse, his one alone, 
Will surely miss the end of life. 
And fail to gain his own. 

By laws divine, few creatures here. 

Or none, thus idly live : 
The little bee, the smaller ant. 

Much time to work must give. 

There are who know this truth, and yet 

Against its sway rebel : 
Ah, blest is he who thankfully 

Obeys, and loves it well ! 

In useful, hopeful toil shall he 

A blessing be and blest ; 
Attain his end ; make God his Friend ; 

And soar to perfect rest. 

Bxjtxiber 15. 

HURRY AND EAGERNESS. 

HURRY and eagerness eschew : 
Believe and never doubt. 
That what thou canst not calmly do, 
Thou canst do well without 



** INBSnirABLX LOVE." 

Hurry and eagerness eschew : 

If life thou hast b^[un. 
The blessed life, each morning new. 

Thy work is now but one. 

One Master too, and One alone 

Thou needest now confess ; 
And He demandeth of His own 

Hurry, nor eagerness. 

Rather, He wills that night and day 
They should their souls possess 

In tranquil trust, and put away 
Hurry and eagerness. 

Sctoter 16. 

"INESTIMABLE LOVE." 

CREATION, Lord, reveals Thy Power, 
Nor less Thy Wisdom and Thy Love ; 
Yet, of the last the Gospel dower 
A token seems all else above. 

O ! vast, O ! wondrous was the cost 
At which was given Thy Son Divine, 

Through sufferings dread to save the lost. 
And win with words and deeds benign ! 

So this believed most moves the heart 

To rest, to joy, in Thee, O God ; 
And here fulfil our noble part, 

To serve Thee, please Thee, love, and laud. 

O Father, now with all we need, 
To feel yet more Thy boundless Love, 

Inspire our hearts, and gently lead 
And guard us to our home above. 
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WORK WITH THY MIGHT. 

Bototer 17. 

IN THE WORLD, BUT NOT OF IT. 

LORD, I would move among my race 
As with an angel's heart ; 
And calmly, gently, lovingly, 
Perform my destined part ;— 

Would know Thee, and would feel Thee near. 

To guard me and to bless ; 
And so should neither smile nor frown 

Elate me or depress. 

In all the gentleness of Christ, 

In all His tender love. 
Grant me to grow while here below, 

And perfect be above. 

May every earthly ill but make 

More prized the heavenly lot ; 
And love that changes more endear 

The love that changes not. 

« 

©Ctober X8. 

WORK WITH THY MIGHT. 

THIS mortal life, to aid our feeble sight. 
Wisdom hath pictured by an eagle's 
flight ; 
Hi^ flight when swiftest, when with cleaving 

wing 
He downward darts, like arrow from the 

string: 
O, keep, my soul, that rapid stoop in view, 
And with thy might do what thou hast to do! 
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If fear can move thce^ work while yet 'tis 

light; 
And be not tempted to forget the night : 
Treading ev^n now so closely on the grave; 
Where wisdom ceases and no arm can save, 
O, keep^ my soul, that narrow house in view. 
And with tixy might do what thou hast to do! 

Or if sweet hope would thee more strongly 

sway. 
Then be not tempted to forget the day — 
The day that soon shall give thee to behold 
Thy home, thy Saviour, and thy harp of gold : 
O, keep, my soul, that blissful heaven in view. 
And with tiiy might do what thou hast to do! 



actoher 19. 

ESCHEW COMPLAINT. 

FREEDOM from thy grief or care 
Thou wilt haply seek in vain. 
Till thou utterly forbear 
To thy fellows to complain. 

It may be, the very end 

For which stays thy present ill, 
Is, that thou mayst learn to bend 

Meekly to thy Father's will. 

And forget not, what may seem 
Calm, unmurmuring speech to thee. 

He may dark impatience deem, 
AVho thine inmost heart can see. 
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NEW MERCIES AND NEW RESOLVES. 

Christian, like thy Saviour bear ; 

Breathe to none complaint or moan. 
Tell thy wants to God in prayer. 

And His pity crave alone. 



FLEETING JOYS. 

LIGHT be my hold, for ever light. 
On all that hastens to decay ; 
Or suddenly, by day or night. 
With life itself may fleet away. 

Xfight as the frail and withered leafs. 
At close of autumn, on the tree : 

So chastened joys, or tempered griefs. 
Alone shall this world yield to me. 

But strongly, firmly, let me grasp 
Thy gifts supreme, O Lord of all ! 

As the old wreathed branches clasp. 
And thence draw life, the ivied wall : 

That when the joys and griefs of earth 
Are, like its light and darkness, gone. 

Death may but prove my spirit's birth. 
And heaven's eternal morning dawn. 

NEW MERCIES AND NEW RESOLVES. 

FOR all Thy loving-kindness. Lord, 
I bless Thy holy Name ; 
And would that hence could sinless be 
My every thought and aim ! 
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THE WAT OP PBACB. 

With grateful joy and firm resolve 
I choose once more Thy wzys : 

O, keep me steadfast, grant me strength 
As needed by my days. 

Give me a heart that changeth not, 

But, ever fixed, is Thine ; 
And in Thee, for Thee, by Thine aid, 

Be all my life divine ! 

O, hear my prayer ! Thy grace bestow ; 

Make me and keep me whole : 
No power but Thine I trust or know, 

Lord of my heart and soul. 

Sctober 22. 

THE WAY OF PEACE. 

BE watchful, be sober, be calm ; 
Rejoice, but with gladness sublime ; 
Let faith for each grief be a balm ; 
And let hope shed a glory on time. 

Be careful lor nothing below ; 

Cast all that perplexes on God ; 
Nor marvel some sorrows to know 

In the path the Most Holy One trod. 

Blend praises, too, ever with prayer. 

And a love„come what may, that endures; 

So the peace which no tongue can declare. 
No mind understand, shall be yours. 

O Father, how blest to be Thine ! 

When the heart from the dust can arise, 
And the beams of Thy truth on us shine. 

We are well-nigh at home in the skies ! 

836 



CHEERFUL GIVING AND RECEIVING. 

Bctater 23. 

HOPELESS SORROW. 

TAKE life's best hope from human hearts 
When its worst ills oppress ; 
And who shall tell their utter woe, 
Whom earth nor heaven can bless ? 

O ye who lightly sow the seed 

Of doubt or dark despair. 
Search well your spirits, ask their aim, 

And O, beware, beware ! 

If the poor sufferer comfort g^in 

From ev'n delusive light, 
Why wake him in his pleasant dream. 

To weep in hopeless night ? 

Let him dream on, and sing and praise 

With saints and seraphim ; 
His dream abates no joy for thee : 

What does it yield for him ? 

O, pause and muse on what may grow 

From seed thus lightly sown ; 
And if ye must go hopeless on, 

Dare to go on — alone. 

CHEERFUL GIVING AND RECEIVING. 

GOD wills, O man, that cheerfully , 
Thou shouldst to others give ; 
And cheerfully. His gifts to thee 
Th)rself receiving, live. 
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THK IMITATION OF THE VOfVEXX, 

He loveth not the niggard hand 

That grieveth to impart ; 
Nor made for them the better land. 

Who take with murmuring heart 

So goody so bountiful is He, 

And us He loveth so. 
He would we both His heaven should se^ 

And happily towards it go. 

Go happily from day to day ; 

And, as we pass along, 
His praises sing upon the way 

To the bright home of song. 

For praises are the breath of love. 
And trust, and peace, and joy ; 

In earth beneath, in heaven abov^ 
Our noblest, best employ. 

Then, with rejoicing, loving praise, 

O man, receive and give ; 
And thou, so blest through fleeting days, 

Shalt blest for ever live. 

©ctotor 25- 

THE IMITATION OF THE LOVED. 

FORGET not, as thy soul desires 
To influence well some dear one's fate, 
No heart can love thee tenderly. 
But thee 'twill surely imitate. 

It may not be in all thy ways 
Which its observant eye perceives ; 

For in the loved the loving see. 

At seasons haply, that which grieves. 

238 



READINESS TO DEPART. 

But doubt not there will yet be much 
To which it will resemblance seek ; 

And most of all if thou art one 
Amidst the gentle, kindly, meek. 

For such to loving hearts are dear. 
Whatever in themselves they hate ; 

And all in thee they fondly see 
'Tis sure that they will imitate. 

Bciixh^t 26* 

READINESS TO DEPART. 

HELP me, Lord, to walk with Thee, 
Mindful of the coming hour. 
Calmly, purely, lovingly. 
By Thy Spirit's power. 

O, it needs a mind serene. 

Suddenly to soar on high 
Into realms as yet unseen, 
There to meet Thine eye ! 

O, it needs the soul should shrink 

From each touch, each thought of ill. 
With good hope in death to think 
Of Thy holy hill ! 

And how blessed then the love 

Which can " Abba, Father," say ; 
Foretaste sweet of joys above^ 
Ere yet breaks tie day ! 

God and Saviour, lend Thine ear ! 
Ever still, through faith in Thee, 
Peace we know, and holy fear. 
Love, and purity. 
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DIVINE AND HUMAN PATISNCE. 

So» until my latest breath. 

Grant to me that faith divine : 
Then, come slow or sudden deaths 
Lord, Thy will is mine ! 



StJtotor 27. 

DIVINE AND HUMAN PATIENCE. 

IF Thou canst look with patient eye 
On all Thy sinful children here, 
How utterly, my God, should I 
Put from me thoughts severe ! 

Long-suffering Lord, too oft I fail ; 
But, O, forgive me in Thy grace; 
And sway my soul till love prevail 
In all some good to trace. 

Or if to this I may not reach, 

Yet grant me to remember well 
How birth may taint, how parents teach 
The worst who here rebel ; — 

Nor less, that if in mine own heart 
One spark of holy love there be, 
'Twas Thou who didst the gift impart. 
And draw that heart to Thee. 

So witnessed sin shall wake a sigh, 
Or kind reproof from lips sincere, 
That fain would win and sanctify. 
But never thoughts severe. 
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HAPPINESS. 

FORCE OF KINDNESS. 

FULL many a heart with love 
Can gentle words inspire. 
That still to violence, like flint, 
Will give forth only fire. 

Full many a heart will melt. 
Touched by a kindly deed, 
That ill requites with darker ill. 
And glories to exceed. 

O God of love and peace, 
To us Thy grace impart, 
That we by sweetest ways may win 
For Thee full many a heart. 

Let each henceforth excel 
In love's transforming art. 
Like Him whose sacred name we bear, 
And bless full many a heart 



HAPPINESS. 
" The secret of the sowV^^Marcus Aurelius. 

*TnWERE well if all athirst for happiness, 
JL Who yet that good with many a 
murmur miss. 
Would sometimes pause, and ponder what 

it IS. 
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*' THINK THOU UPON ME." 

Then might they see in fresh and welcome 

light, 
That bright and brighter g^ows, like mom 

from night, 
'Tis love to God, swaying the life aright ; — 

Giving glad liberty from fear and sin. 
With hope sublime a heavenly home to win; 
And that 'tis all the heart itself within. 

Within, where faith beholds the Father's face, 
Casts every care on Him, and joys to trace 
In His beloved Son His wondrous grace. 

O happiness, thou secret of the soul ! 
How near thou art, and in our own control; 
If but His help we seek who makes the spirit 
whole ! 



"THINK THOU UPON ME.** 
Ps. XXV. 6. 

ACCORDING to Thy mercy. Lord, 
O think Thou upon me ; 
And grant, above 
All else, the love 
That sweetly thinks on Thee. 

Not long in any waking hour 
Be absent from my mind ; 
And help Thou me 
In thoughts on Thee 
My highest joy to find. 
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life's true enu. 

O, be it, Lord, through all my life, 
My soul's supreme delight 

To feel Thee dear, 

And ever near, 
Though hidden as yet from sight. 

And then, when comes the solemn hour 
Of faltering, failing breath, 

O, light the way 

To perfect day. 
And brighten life by death ! 



life's true end. 

CREATED to be loved by God, 
And love to God return. 
That end to answer, O my soul, 
With grateful ardour burn. 

Let every day renew thine aim 

To do His holy will. 
And thus thy small but noble part 

In His vast realms fulfil. 

So, fresh as is the morning light 
That wakes the grove in spring, 

The joy shall be which oft for thee 
The opening day shall bring. 

For ever, with a great design 
Pursued with steadfast heart, 

We lose the weariness of life. 
And trivial cares depart 
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CONSCIOUS LOVE. 



My God, make dearer still the thought. 

That Thou, the Lord of all. 
Didst form me to be loved of Thee, 

And for my love dost call. 

And O, incline and strengthen me 
To serve Thee as Thine own ; 

And alway give my heart, and live 
To Thee, my God, alone. 



Hotrewtor 1. 

CONSCIOUS LOVE. 

FOR the conscious love of Thee, 
Lord, no price too vast I know 
When that pure delight I see, 
O, how fades all else below ! 

Can it be, that evermore 

This frail heart, by sin beguiled, 
Should not heed the priceless lore 

By Thy Spirit taught Thy child ? 

Can the soul, once girt with light. 
Bright well-nigh as Eden knew. 

Plunge to depths of utter night. 
And the phantoms there pursue ? 

Lord, it can, if left by Thee, 
Ev*n to death, itself deceive. 

O, stretch forth Thine hand to me ! 
Hold me, guide me, never leave ! 
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god's love. 
SUNSET. 

THE sun goes down ; his beams diffuse 
No more their golden sheen ; 
The hills and woods their brightness lose, 

The fields their pleasant green ; 
The flowers, the streams, they fade away ; 

And, as they ne'er had been. 
Soon all are lost ! till opening day 
Renews once more the scene. 

O Lord my God, Thy grace hath well 

A lesson writ for me, 
In vale, and plain, and upland swell, 

In blossom, stream, and tree : 
And may mine eyes the page outspread 

By day rejoicing see ; 
And oft by night may all, when read, 

In stillness pondered be ! 

So shall Thy Light, O Sun Divine ! 

To me yet dearer grow ; 
So shall my heart, lest that decline, 

All sinful joys forego : 
Whatever, through grace, I feel of bliss 

Thy beams shall yield below ; 
And heaven itself be prized for this, — 

They there more brightly glow. 

GOD*S LOVE. 

• 

WHAT is all in life to me 
When the truth I deeply see, 
Save, Lord, to be loved by Thee ? 
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STILL WITH THEE. 

Then, how vain, how worthless, seems 
Much whereof my spirit dreams, 
And so utterly misdeems ! 

Not the weeds that waste the field 
Less of good to me can yield. 
Or from evil less can shield. 

O my God, give ear to me ! 
Grant me more and more to see 
The heaven of being loved by Thee. 

And with boundless grace incline 
Me Thy child to live as Thine, 
Till that heaven be ever mine. 

STILL WITH* THEE. 

WITH Thee, Lord, will I walk by day. 
And thankful praise, and trustful pray. 
Nor hope from sorrow to be free. 
Save as I know repose in Thee. 

To Thee, on each returning night, 
My soul shall wing her peaceful flight ; 
And this my morning joy shall be. 
That, waking, I am still with Thee : 

With Thee, the Source of Life and Light, 
And joys unnumbered, infinite. 
Through this fair world, and all on high. 
That light and deck the midnight sky. 

When days and nights have passed away. 
And breaks the one eternal day, 
O, grant me. Lord, to wake, and be 
Still and for evermore with Thee. « 
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COMFORTING, BUT NOT COMFORTED. 

Kowmtor 6. 

THE INDWELLING SPIRIT. 

TWO temples doth Jehovah prize ; 
Nor will from eitiier e'er depart : 
One is above the starry skies ; 
The other is the lowly heart, 

In that He dwelleth as a Sun, 
Radiant with majesty divine ; 

In this His beams are felt ; but none 
May tell how He is in the shrine. 

Enough if He in very deed 

His presence there in grace accord ; 
Enough the lowly heart can read, 

It is a temple of the Lord. 

Such heart, O God, be ever mine ! 

Let lowliness so deep be there. 
That, hoping, trusting, it is Thine, 

That glory it may humbly bear. 



Kawmtor 6. 

COMFORTING, BUT NOT COMFORTED. 

"Now it is come upon thee, and thou faintest "- 

yo^ iv. 6. 

HAVE thy words many comforted 
In darkest griefs of earth, 
Pointing to goodness infinite 
And joys of endless worth ? 
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OUR ONLY REST. 

Hast thou with glad and kindly voice 
Spread the great truth abroad. 

That all things work for good to them 
Who love 9ie Lord their God ? 

Hast thou too taught, that He who rules 

O'er all from heaven abov^ 
Will spare no needed discipline 

Of wise paternal love ? 

And now 'tis come upon thyself. 
Canst thou but faint and moan. 

As if the balm for other hearts 
Were worthless for thine own ? 

O, rather be like one of old 
For whom not words sufficed ; 

But ways so blessed following him 
Was also following Christ. 

And then shalt thou enjoy the peace 

Attained on earth by none 
But souls resigned, that meekly say. 

Father, Thy will be done ! 

Kotwmber 7. 

OUR ONLY REST. 

WHILE from place to place I rove. 
Still to keep a tranquil breast. 
And, with ever steadfast love, 
Cleave unto my only Rest ; 

In each changed and changing scene. 
Thronged or lonely, vexed or still. 

Thee to commune with unseen, 
And my life's great trust fulfil ; 
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CHARITY. 

Lord, whatever the soul design, 
And however resolved the heart, 

This yet asks a power divine, 
Which Thou only canst impart. 

Grant that power, O Lord my God ! 

Still my Strength, my Guardian be ; 
And, where'er I roam abroad. 

Never let me roam from Thee. 

Hmmmber 8. 

CHARITY. 

LORD, send Thy Spirit from above, 
/ And melt each bosom cold : 
Let none, for lack of higher love. 
Be filled with love of gold. 

Give all to see, ^mid wants around. 

And ignorance, and crime. 
That Pity is a good profound. 

And Charity sublime. 

By His great love, who, being rich. 

Became on earth so poor. 
To win for us that portion which 

Makes rich for evermore ; — 

And who, though now returned on high, 

Where circling angels laud. 
Forgets not one whose earnest cry 

Of want goes up to God ; — 

O, by that grace, all grace above, 
Melt Thou each bosom cold : 

Let none, for lack of higher love, 
Be filled with love of gold. 
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PRIZED EXPERIENCES. 

THE VAIN SEARCH. 

HAST thou long sought and 3reamed for 
aught 
On earth wherein to rest ? 
Now look to Heaven ; thy anxious search 
May past thy hope be blest 

Thou hast not found the imaged good ; 

Thy best hath yielded thee 
Perhaps much pure and sweet delight, 

But still no rest could be. 

Yet thou hast found thy search was vain ; 

And good may flow from this, 
No heart hath felt, no mind hath dreamt. 

Beneath the saint's in bliss. 

O lesson taught by Love Divine 

To many a heart it wins ! 
'Tis at the false hope's weary end 

The true rest still begins. 

Wake, mortal, wake ! a voice divine 

Within thee speaks again ; 
And O, if even now 'tis heard, 

What may for thee remain ! 

Stowmtor 10. 

PRIZED EXPERIENCES. 

NO peril past, no grief, no pain, 
Would I, as fruitless, lose ; 
But good from all would largely gain. 
And so would rightly use. 
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WISE SINGULARITY. 

Each had an end benign, I know ; 

For each was of Thy will : 
Father, Thy needed grace bestow, 

And Thine own ends fulfil 

And give the rather of Thy strength, 
Since, like Thyself, sublime, 

The chain hath never-ending length 
Which hath these links in time ; — 

Affecting each eternity. 

Though how we little know ; 

And thus in moment utterly 
Transcending thought below. 

O God, let peril, pain, and grief 
Their own best fruit produce : 

So each, though like a shadow brief. 
Shall be of endless use. 



Hatrember U. 

WISE SINGULARITY. 

DARE to be wisely singular and strange, 
Content with simple ways, and thou 
mayst find, 
Ev*n if scant thy means, within thy range 
Are all things good for body or for mind. 

Custom is often costly as ^tis vain ; 
And much demands that health and peace 
abate ; 
Wisdom can cheaply live, and find her gain 
In light r^ard of what some highly rate. 
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END IN man's creation. 

So happiness is singular and strange ; 

For custom against wisdom still prevails ; 
And few the evil for the good exchange, 

And cowardice abounds, and courage fails. 

O, choose the better, and refuse the worse ; 

Live simply, humbly, wisely, with the few; 
And so this plain, or say prosaic, verse 

Shall prove for thee as useful as 'tis true. 

Kxnremtor 12. 

END IN man's creation. 

MAN was made to love, 
And beloved to be : 
That blest purpose, Lord abov^ 
O, fulfil in me ! 

Grant the single eye, 
Thou unchanging Friend, 
Which for issues pure and high 
Life resolves to spend ; — 

Seeing more and more 
Powers sublime are given, 
Not for earth to toil and store, 
But to sow for heaven. 

Grant the loving heart, 

By Thy grace inclined 

Its own blessings to impart 

Freely to mankind ; — 

And, constrained by all 
That of force should be, 
Still to praise, whatever befall, 
And delight in Thee. 
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ASCENDING LOVE. 

O exhaustless Source 
Of pure joys above, 
Make my yet remaining course 
One bright path of love. 

jattwmber 13. 

THE EXCEEDING . GRACE OF GOD. 

OTHOU God of "tender mercy," 
Yea, of " marvellous loving-kindness," 
Pardon all the saddening errors 
Of our sin-derived blindness. 

Often only thoughts of evil 
And, at times, of terror move us. 

When in very deed there reigneth 
All that should wake joy above us. 

Grant, O Father, that the record 

Of Thy grace, the sacred pages. 
Grief may soothe when ill befalls us. 

Fear preclude that ill presages. 

Give that filial faith which seeth. 
While it healeth nature^s blindness. 

Thee in all Thy tender mercy. 
Yea, Thy marvellous loving-kindness. 

ASCENDING LOVE. 

ASCEND to the skies on the pinions of 
love. 
Oft leaving, my spirit, each sorrow and care; 
Look down on the clouds from the regions 
above, 
And "storms must beat upward" to trouble 
thee there. 
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THE BEST NURTURE OF PIETY. 

^Twas Goodness that gave her swift wings to 
the soul ; 
Twas Goodness that told of the mansions 
on high ; 
And if the dark tempest e'er over us roll, 
It is lest we forget the bright home in the sky. 

Each sickness, each pain, each vexation we 
know, 
Each keen disappointment that woundeth 
the breast. 
Hath a voice, while the seeds of the future 
we sow, 
To endear yet the more the sweet fields of 
the blest 

Soar oft then, my spirit, on pinions of love ; 
For the last rapid flight 'twill those pinions 
prepare ; 
And as surely will fit thee for raptures above. 
As that storms must beat upward to trouble 
thee there. 

THE BEST NURTURE OF PIETY. 

THE greatest truths best nurture piety : 
O ponder then, my spirit, o'er and o'er. 
That One unseen is always near to thee. 
To guard thee, guide thee, bless for ever- 
more. 

That He spared not His own beloved Son 
In boundless mercy to redeem mankind ; 

And that of all who trust in Him, not one 
Shall fail both righteousness and peace to 
find. 
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WALKING AT LIBERTY. 



Yea, that a crown of glory each shall win ; 

His great and good Creator see, adore ; 
And, free from fear, from sorrow, and from sin, 

Live in the light of love for evermore. 

O that these thoughts may oftener far uplift. 

And fill with fervent gratitude my heart ! 
Lord, make them strong for this ; it is Thy 

gift; 
And never let them thence for long depart. 



WALKING AT LIBERTY. 

LORD, I would count each moment Thine, 
Would spend, be spent for Thee ; 
And so, in Thy fair, boundless shrine 
Would walk at liberty : 

Would calmly Thy designs fulfil ; 

Fears, doubts, and sorrows flown ; 
Chased by a firm, resolvM will 

To live to Thee alone. 

But ah, Thy servant's strength is frail ! 

The dewdrop on the flower 
Might easier bear the stormy gale 

Than I the tempter's power ! 

The past, the past reveals how vain 

Is oft my holiest vow ! 
And so, unless Thy grace sustain. 

Will prove my purpose now. 
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ENOUGH IS CLBA&. 



O Lord my God, that grace accord ! 

In every time of need 
Do Thou, a present Help, afford 

Strength to a trembling reed. 



KotrBiwbar 17. 

ENOUGH IS CLEAR. 

DIMLY all high truth is seen 
Here on earth at best ; 
This by Love hath ordered been : 
In that knowledge rest. 

Praise, too, that enough is clear, 

Child of God, for thee : 
Holier, happier soon than here 

Thou shalt surely be. 

Earth ere long may pass away ; 

Time be soon no more ; 
But with pure delight for aye 

Thou shalt God adore. 

Doubt nor care nor grief shall live. 

Fear nor sin have place. 
Where the Lord thy God shall give 

Thee to see His face. 

O, how blest that hope sublime, 
Though so vague at best ! 

Vanished earth, departed time, 
God beheld, thy Rest ! 
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BLESSED ARE THE PURE IN HEART. 

MtxtT^mhtiV 18. 

WITHERING WISDOM. 

BE it my joys are but a dream, 
Still let me slumber on : 
If only visions pleasant seem, 
Wish not my visions gone. 

Thou wouldst not lifers dark sorrows tell 

To the glad sportive child ; 
Nor wake the captive in his cell. 

That sweetly slept and smiled. 

Then keep thy withering wisdom still 

In its own drear abyss : 
Enough for thee the real ill ; 

For me the fancied bliss. 

But ah ! thou wanderer in ways 

No ray of hope may light ; 
Who the best joys thine eye surveys 

Wouldst quench in endless night ; — 

Beware a morning that may beam 

On thine appalled view, 
To prove thy wisdom but a dream. 

The dream thou scomest — true ! 

Botremtor 19. 

BLESSED ARE THE PURE IN HEART. 

THY counsels, Lord, by none are searched, 
By none are understood ; 
And for the pure in heart may wait 
What unimagined good ! 
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DIVINE NAMES. 

If Love, Thy name, doth but declare 
What Thou most surely art. 

What mayst not Thou, Almighty Love, 
To man, Thy child, impart ! 

What pure, what godlike holiness. 

What high seraphic bliss, 
In that bright world whose glory sheds 

Such gleams at times on this ! 

Through future endless ages there. 
What boundless good mayst Thou 

Impart to one whom Thou canst make 
So happy here and now ! 

Here, in his little native orb ! 

Now, in his infant days ! 
O Lord my God, Thyself alone 

Canst comprehend Thy ways ! 

Enough for me to hope in Thee ; 

To know, to feel Thee dear ; 
And watch and pray, and wait the day 

So vaguely imaged here. 

DIVINE NAMES. 

OGOD of Hope, of Peace, of Love ! 
Thy very Names impart. 
When weighed aright, profound delight 
To every faithful heart. 

And oft would I uplift mine eyes 

To Thee enthroned above ; 
And bless and laud Thy ways, O God 

Of Hope, and Peace, and Love. 
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IT IS RAISED A SPIRITUAL BODY. 

Of Hope, the Morning Star of Earth, 
Of Peace, presaging Heaven, 

Of Love, the spring of everything 
To saint or seraph given. 

O, make my praises meet to blend 
With their glad strains above, 

Who bless and laud Thy ways, O God 
Of Hope, and Peace, and Love. 



StotnembBr 21. 

IT IS RAISED A SPIRITUAL BODY. 

MY soul ere long will little think of Thee, 
Frail body that hast oft her burden 
been : 
Why should she ponder now what thou shalt 
be. 
When senseless laid beneath the sod unseen ? 

Enough that thou hast been her dwelling here ; 

And better far than she of right could claim, 
Enough that, risen to a nobler sphere, 

She will not miss thee for her humblest aim. 

All she there needs of thee may with her go : 
But this was never searched by mortal eye : 

'Twill be no form of flesh and blood we know : 
What beyond that, is learnt but in the sky. 

Rise to the greatness of thyself, my soul : 
A little lower than an angel now, 

Live but in trust and love and self-control ; 
No angel soon shall loftier be than thou. 
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'* SPEAK EVIL OF NO MAN. 
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Rise to thy greatness ; and delight to see 
Therein His goodness who thy nature g^ve ; 

And teacheth thee, thro' His dear Son, to be 
Fearless of death and mindless of the grave. 

Kotremtor 22. 

ATTAINABLE GOOD. 

1IFE with a loving God, 
^ Whose love shall never fail ! 
O Sin, shalt thou against this hope. 
Great beyond thought, prevail ? 

Life in a beauteous home 
Of spirits pure in bliss ! 
O, wilt thou not resolve, my soul, 
Meet to become for this i 

Life without fear of death, 
By present sin unstained. 
And aye to be from evil free ! 
Can it indeed be gained ? 

O pray, O strive for this ! 
Live with such aim divine ! 
And never, never rest till all 
So sweet, so blest, be thine! 

Bxwemtor 23. 

"SPEAK EVIL OF NO MAN." 

HOW few can freely use the tongue. 
And do no brother mortal wrong ; 
Or feel that seldom through the lips 
A word to be regretted slips ! 
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HOUSEHOLD LOVE. 



Then hear a friendly voice to thee : 
Beware of mere garrulity! 
And rule thy tongue as serving One 
Who wills that thou speak ill of none. 

That little member evils great 
Can work that none could duly rate ; 
And — praise to God ! — can do not less, 
Much that ineffably shall bless. 

O shun the one, the other seek ; 
Ever as in God's presence speak ; 
And count the tongue a gift bestowed 
For high, eternal, boundless good. 

HOUSEHOLD LOVE. 

OGOOD, which none may measure, 
All wealth, all rank above ! 
Sweet source of tender pleasure. 

Confiding household love ! 
Who drink'of thy pure waters, 

That ever freshly rise, 
Amidst earth's sons and daughters. 
Are favoured of the skies. 

Mayst thou yet more be tasted 

And prized in every home ; 
May spirits vexed and wasted 

No longer vainly roam, 
In quest of balm for sadness. 

Where none that good shall see ; 
But find sufficing gladness 

In holiest love and thee ! 
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LIGHT, LIFE, AND LOVE. 



May friends to friends in union 

Through darkest changes cling ; 
Nor fail in sweet communion 

When life true joys shall bring ; 
And O ! may all, aspiring 

To perfect love, ere long 
Ascend where saints retiring 

Swell love's eternal song ! 



Kotrember 25. 

LIGHT, LIFE, AND LOVE. 

MORE light, more life, more love ! 
These gifts, O God, I crave 
Within my spirit, as I pass 
Still onward to the grave. 

More light, more life, more love ! 
I ask no wealth beside ; 
And these to give me Jesus lived. 
Suffered, and taught, and died. 

O Father, hear my prayer. 
And from Thy throne above. 
Send down Thy Spirit to impart 
More light, more life, more love ! 

Light, that revealeth Thee ; 
Life, that shall deathless prove ; 
Love, that is heaven begun ; O grant 
More light, more life, more love ! 
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EDEN. 

COMMUNION WITH GOD. 

ONE on whom the soul may pour 
Fervent, filial, reverent love ; 
And, while yet below, adore. 
Like the spirits blest above ; 

One with whom in every place, 
Every hour of day or night. 

Though she see not yet His face, 
She may commune with delight. 

O ! for whatsoe'er beside 
These too eager bosoms pant, 

This, and only this, when tried, 
Find we answer nature^s want 

Father, what Thy grace hath taught 
Deeply grave upon my heart ; 

And from Thee, in deed or thought. 
Never let my soul depart ! 



BoOTmber 27. 

EDEN. 

TO walk with Thee ; to trace Thy skill. 
And power, and love, in all around; 
To serve Thee, praise, adore, and still 

New glories trace, new praise resound; 
For this in Eden^s fair abode 
Was man first placed when all was good. 



home's encircling love. 

Eden is lost ; but O the love 

Which doth yet more than all repair ! 
A happier Eden blooms above, 

And Jesus calls and glides us there ; 
Pointing to fruits on high that grow 
Lovelier than all that lured below. 

O God, when scenes of beauty thrill 
Our bosoms here ; when we awake 

At mom to mark fresh love and skill. 
And joys from glorious skies partake ; 

O may, through all, our spirits see 

That home which needs no Light but Thee! 

home's encircling love. 

SEEK yet more and prize. 
All things else above, 
Next to union with thy God, 
Home's encircling love. 

Here a transient good. 
Sweet to heart and eye, 
'Twill beyond all thought be dear 
Ever in the sky. 

Come what may to vex. 
This shall help to calm ; 
For each keenest wound in life 
This be soothing balm. 

Honour, riches, power, 
With whate'er below 
Hearts must crave which this despise^ 
Let them come or go. 
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SET YOUR AFFECTION ON THINGS ABOVE. 

Should they come, full soon 
All must pass away ; 
And how oft they vex the heart 
Even while they stay ! 

O then, seek and prize, 
All things else above, 
Next to union with thy God, 
Home's encircling love. 

Botremtor 29. 

SET YOUR AFFECTION ON THINGS ABOVE. 

THE heart elated with the joys of time 
Soon sinks with fear, offspring of joy's 

excess ; 
The very height it panted long to climb 
Now wakens terror by its loftiness : 
Nay, there may come upon the soul the 

thought, 
O'er-shadowing all the summit she has sought. 
That, since she cannot but still onward wend, 
And now can mount no more, she must 

descend. 

But let her flight be loftier ; let her soar 
Till earth attract no longer; let her gain 
That height sublime where seraphim adore. 
And all are bound to all, in love's soft chain 
Linked to the throne eternal ; then shall fear 
Be gone for ever ; even the clouds that, drear 
And dark, erewhile could gloom her earthly 

days, 
Shall in the skies remembered wake but 

praise. 
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WITHERED LEAVES. 



And rests it now with every heart to choose 
The home to be for evermore its own ? 
Shall none the bliss unutterable lose, 
Who humbly bow them down before the 

throne 
Of Heaven, confiding in His work of love. 
Who to redeem us came from realms above ? 
O bless His name ! and let the tidings run 
Till every clime shall hear and every heart be 

won. 



WITHERED LEAVES. 

THOUGH autumn winds have swept 
above, 
And strewn with death the plain, 
Some scattered trees in field and grove 
Their withered leaves retain. 

As if, despite the blast, were left 

Where many an eye might scan, 
The more for branches round bereft, 

A warning still for man. 

Mortal, awake ! each withered leaf. 

So lightly hung on high. 
Reminds thee that thy day is brief. 

And says, Prepare to die ! 

But ah ! do thoughts of coming death 

But gloom and sadness give i 
Then hear another voice, which saith. 

Awake, arise, and live ! 
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EARLY RISING. 



Gaze not upon the wintry boughs, 
With mournful symbols rife ; 

But turn thee now, while Heaven allows, 
And view the Tree of Life. 

Behold how beautiful it grows ! 

That foliage withers never : 
O pluck by faith the fruit it shows. 

And eat, and live for ever. 



EARLY RISING. 
Optimum elige : suave et facile iUud faciet consuetudo. 

CHOOSE the best, saith ancient wisdom ; 
Still the best repeat ; 
Habit soon shall make it easy ; 
Ease shall make it sweet. 

Every day with self-denial, 

If need be, begin ; 
Much 'twill serve thee in the warfare 

All must wage with sin. 

When sufficing sleep is ended, 

Quit thy bed at morn ; 
Chains of sloth that would restrain thee 

From thee cast with scorn. 

Take indeed the sleep which nature, 

Variant nature, needs ; 
But who will have larger measure, 

Doubt not he exceeds. 
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THE VOICE WITHIN. 

Firm in purpose, shun that evil ; 

Good ^twill largely bring ; 
And, not least, of all within thee 

Help to make thee king. 

Seeking that sublimest empire. 

Every day arise ; 
And, while many drowse around thee. 

Lift to Heaven thine eyes. 

In the silence of the morning 

Still fresh mercies note ; 
And thy heart to all things holy 

With new strength devote. 

Choose the best, saith ancient wisdom ; 

Still the best repeat ; 
Habit soon shall make it easy. 

Ease shall make it sweet. 

THE VOICE WITHIN. 

DOES one small voice within thy soul 
Bid thee to God return ? 
O, bow to Mercy^s soft control. 
And all that hinders, spurn. 

If God had yet forsaken thee, 
That voice had ceased to speak ; 

He would not call to waken thee, 
Did He no longer seek. 

Then know Him gracious as He is ; 

Cast doubt and fear away ; 
He would be thine ; O, be thou His, 

While yet 'tis called to-day ! 
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WHENCE ARE OUR THOUGHTS. 

Look up, and breathe a contrite prayer, 

With faith to God above : 
His love forbids thee to despair, 

And yield, O, yield to Love. 

WHENCE ARE OUR THOUGHTS. 

WHENCE are our thoughts full oft we 
cannot tell ; 
But he who seeks the best may with him 

dwell. 
Shall find they please him much and serve 
him well. 

Like seeds they are wafted from far away 
By some strong wind upon a vernal day. 
To cheer him soon with flowerets sweet and 

gay. 

Or, it may be, yield fruit of rarest kind, 
That if he widely sought he could not find, 
And which might reach him by no other 
wind. 

O, cherish all good thoughts that come to thee; 
Like blessed angels even some may be, 
That shall be dear through all eternity. 

And this be thine now with returning day ; 
My God hath kept me on my onward way, 
And wills to bless me more than words can say. 

Be this thy purpose too ; I will arise. 
Freshly awake to all that never dies, 
And seek through Christ the everlasting 
prize. 
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ONE AUTHOR OF ALU 

GETHSEMANE* AND CALVARY. 

WHEN comes the tempter, may mine eye, 
O suffering Saviour, turn to Thee ; 
And clearly still by faith descry 
Gethsemane and Calvary. 

The drops upon Thy pallid brow. 

The stream from Thy pierced side, shall aid 
Each firm resolve, each holy vow 

My earliest adoration made. 

If Thou Thy Spirit from above 
Vouchsafe me in the trying hour. 

One thought on Thy remembered love 
Shall nerve me with a seraph's power. 

My heart to Thee shall still be true, 
Shall swell with grateful love to Thee, 

If Thou wilt aid mine eye to view 
Gethsemane and Calvary. 

ONE AUTHOR OF ALL. 

" I am the Lord , . . that spreadeth abroad the earth 
by Myself."— /jtf. xliv. 24. 

ON all Thy creatures glad and free, 
In sea and land and air, 
That little know of pain or fear, 

Nothing of sin or care, 
I muse at times, Almighty God, 
Who by Thyself spread^st earth abroad. 
And wonder and adore and laud. 
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THE CHI STIAN'S REWARD. 

On sufferings dread and dark as yet, 

On much that seemeth ill, 
Amidst immeasurable good, 

I need not brood nor will : 
Thy bounteous hand through all is clear ; 
That truth both is and shall be dear ; 
And I will love Thee and revere. 

Meek trust my soul will surely need. 

Where'er her lot be cast ; 
And so my heart shall cherish it, 

My love shall hold it fast : 
Though soon no more shall there be night, 
I will not dream of perfect light 
Through all the amazing Infinite. 

To know like Thee, Thy creatures must 

As their Creator be ; 
A hope that will not, cannot live 

With meet humility : 
Enough that, wheresoever we go, 
We shall know all wise Love will show ; 
And this, — O truth transcending thought !- 
for evermore may grow. 



THE christian's REWARD. 

FORMED toabound in hope and gratitude, 
Whate'er may be in very deed thy 
state. 
Upon thy present and thy promised good 
Be it thy frequent wont to meditate. 
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IRKSOME WORK. 



And made in love, to love and to adore, 
Ponder the power and goodness of our God, 

Until thy spirit yearn for evermore 
To serve Him, please Him, dwell with 
Him, and laud. 

Heed not what some have worse than idly 

said. 
Of looking for reward in future bliss ; 
Tis not the selfish heart, whence love hath 

fled. 
That longs and prays with a good hope for this. 

O, spend a part of many a morn and eve 
In thoughts of heaven and its sublime 
employ ; 

And thy lifers tenour, whatsoe'er may grieve 
Or vex at seasons, shall be grateful joy. 



IRKSOME WORK. 

SUFFER not thy work to vex thee ; 
Count it not a weary round ; 
New and strange tasks might perplex thee ; 
Peace is much in custom found. 

Let the light of love be in thee, 

It shall on thy duties shine : 
So shall these to efforts win thee. 

Irksome else, with force divine. 

One who wearies not accords thee 
His same gifts from day to day ; 

Raiment, shelter, food, affords thee ; 
Constant help, and ceaseless stay. 
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NOBLENESS. 

Wilt thou deem His service dreary, 
For which He thus makes thee strong ? 

O, be rather never weary 
Of adoring, thankful song ! 

DIVINE POWER TO SANCTIFY AND BLESS. 

HOW holy, how happy, how blest, 
God could make thee here ai\d above! 
Wilt thou not esteem Him thy Rest, 
And prize the great gift of His love ? 

O, muse on His power and His grace. 
And yield what He asketh thy heart ; 

Till there every virtue have place, 
And thence every evil depart. 

Live thou for one glorious end ; 

Ev'ry morn with fresh purpose arise, 
Thy " talents,^' as bidden, to spend. 

Doing good till thou rest in the skies. 

Then peace, and oft gladness, below. 

And bliss everlasting above. 
Are the meed which thy spirit shall know 

From the Hand of ineffable Love. 

NOBLENESS. 

NOBLE are the souls that live 
For a noble end ; 
Blessed, that rejoice to give 
Blessings to extend. 
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AN EXALTED AIM. 

Thou mayst not the harvest see, 

But, believing, sow ; 
And thy very work shall be 

Joy enough below. 

Ever fresh as is the light 

Of the morning sun 
Is the labour for the right. 

If but rightly done. 

And if sweet be quiet rest, 
When the night descends, 

O, what Cometh 'mid the blest. 
When all darkness ends ! 

Labourer, of mortal days. 

But of aims divine. 
Toil and spend, and trust and praise : 

Good past thought is thine. 

Bexjember 10. 

AN EXALTED AIM. 
Ps. XXXVII. 4. 

DELIGHT thou in the Lord. 
Is this indeed the word, 
Thy wondrous word to me ? 
My God, I bless Thy holy Name 
That it may even be mine aim 
To feel delight in Thee. 

O, grant Thy grace divine. 
That this vast good be mine. 

Whatever else there be 
In Thy wise love denied or given, 
Through life till death, in esuth or heaven. 

Let me delight in Thee. 
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A GREAT PURPOSE AND A GREAT NEED. 

And may I ask yet more ? 
Then would I, Lord, implore 

That I may so to Thee, 
With faithful prayer and watchful strife 
In very deed devote my life, 

Thou mayst delight in me. 

PRAYER. 

THERE is a God, who heareth prayer 
Both night and day : 
O, pray to Him ; pray everywhere ; 
And ever pray. 

Fervent or cold, in voice or heart. 

Still persevere ; 
Till every sin and grief depart, 

And every fear. 

Ask God for light, for faith, for peace. 

For joy divine. 
In Jesu's sacred name ; nor cease 

Till each be thine. 

And O ! ask Him that grace to give, 

All gifts above : 
He only yet has learnt to live. 

Whose life is love. 

A GREAT PURPOSE AND A GREAT NEED. 

Ps, XVII. 3. 

LORD, I am purposed utterly 
J My mouth shall not offend ; 
But O, what help I need for this ! — 
That help, my Father, lend. 
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THE FORCE OF KINDNESS. 

Through every waking hour of life 

Give me to feel Thee near ; 
And so to g^ard and keep my lips 

From all Thou shouldst not hear. 

I know what perfectness it needs 

Thus to perform Thy will ; 
But perfect, Lord, are all Thy ends. 

And Thine in me fulfil. 

Keep Thou Thy servant's heart so pure 

That all which issues thence 
Be worthy of a spirit made 

Thy Spirit^s residence. 



December X8. 

THE FORCE OF KINDNESS. 

" Draw nigh to God, and He will draw nigh to you." 

Jos, iv. 8. 

HE who made best knows the spirit 
Of His fallen children here ; 
And that nought hath power to raise them 
Like the kindness that can cheer. 

Notes of terror may awaken, 
And at times may well distress ; 

But a thirst intense for goodness 
Comes of loving ways that bless. 

Never lived on earth a spirit 

That could truly joy in God, 
But it longed to serve Him better. 

And not simply pray and laud. 
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THE TWO DWELLING-PLACES. 

Ponder then His tender mercy ; 

Listen to His kindly voice ; 
And, believing that He calls thee, 

Trust Him, love Him, and rejoice. 

B(«x5eml»r H. 

THE TWO DWELLING-PLACES. 

THROUGHOUT all worlds there is a 
present God ; 
Yet are not all alike His dwelling-place : 
The glorious palace of the King of kings 
Is where in blissful adoration sings 

The seraph 'mid the radiance of His face. 

There, in the peaceful element of love. 

Himself its source and centre, God abides. 
Ruling, sustaining, animating all, 
From heaven's archangel to the fowls that 
call 
With nature's cry from earth s lone moun- 
tain sides. 

Hath God another dwelling-place He loves ? 

Hear, O ye Heavens ! and, O Earth, give 
ear! 
In every heart beneath the eternal dome. 

Where lowly piety hath made her home. 
There is a dwelling to Jehovah dear. 

Such heart, so hallowed and so blest, be mine! 

Source of all good, hear Thou my suppliant 
cry, 
And gr^it that gift : O, grant it. Lord ! 'tis all 
I ask or covet, till Thy voice shall call 

And my rapt spirit, hearing, cleaves the sky. 



THE CHRISTIAN PILGRIM. 

Bdtember 15. 

FEARLESS LOVE. 

LORD, from Thy throne above. 
This prayer in mercy hear : 
So fill my soul with perfect love, 
'Twill have no place for fear : 

For fear of ills in life. 
Or life's departing breath, 
Or yet, when past this mortal strife. 
Of woes succeeding death. 

Grant that my love to Thee, 
To Thee and all mankind, 
So constant and so strong may be. 
That life is peace enshrined. 

Lord, 'tis a vast request ; 
'Tis asking heaven below ; 
But Thou wilt not deny the best. 
From whom the best we know. 

O, hear thpn from above ! 
This prayer in mercy hear I 
So fill my soul with perfect love, 
'Twill have no place for fear. 

B^DBmber 16. 

THE CHRISTIAN PILGRIM. 

FED with the Bread of Life from heaven, 
Guarded and kept from morn till even ; 
Yet know we here enough of ill. 
To mind us 'tis the desert still. 

378 



PROGRESS OF TRUTH. 

We may not 'scape the stormy blast, 
Before the open wild be past ; 
We may not, whilst afar we roam, 
Know the unbroken peace of home. 

But, brethren, let us onward press. 
Nor murmur in the wilderness : 
With grateful hearts for good and ill, 
Let good unmixed be dearer still. 

And when we stand on Jordan's shore, 
And haply shrink to venture o'er, 
O Father, grant that it may seem, 
If darksome, yet — a, parted stream ! 

• 

PROGRESS OF TRUTH. 

HOW slowly, and how silently, 
Behind yon mountain grey, 
With faint prelusive radiancy. 
Mounts up the Orb of Day ! 

How slowly, and how silently, 

Expands the glowing light 
Of day, in smiling infancy. 

Against the dying night ! 

Ah yes ! against the dying night 
Awakes that pleasant sheen ; 

And earth and sky shall soon be bright, 
As night had never been. 

'Tis ever thus : no tumult tells 
The birth of mightiest force ; 

Nor yet its growth : it calmly swells, 
Like daylight, round its source. 
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THE GREAT AIM. 

Immortal Truth ! it hath been so. 

And shall be so with Thee, 
Till earth through all her nations know. 

And own Thy sovereignty. 

Then peace in every heart shall dwell ; 

Doubt, fear, death, sin be o'er ; 
And all shall joy in God and swell 

His praise for evermore. 

Becember 18. 

THE GREAT ATM. 

OTHE very aim is blest, 
With strong trust in promised aid. 
Rank to take amid the best 
Of the creatures God hath made. 

It ennobles all our life. 

Makes the trivial sublime. 
And, pursued with ceaseless strife. 

Gives eternal worth to time» 

It enhances every joy. 

Bars imaginary ills, 
And the changeless, dull employ 

With fresh interest daily fUls. 

Weary, vacant hours are past. 

Never more to wake a sigh, 
When, with purpose fixed as vast, 

Once we set our aim so high. 

And, if hope aright possess 

Most the heart that most desires. 

Not less surely Heaven will bless 
That which Heaven alon^ inspires. 
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BURYING THE DEAD **OUT OF SIGHT." 

With then firm and steadfast breast, 
Trusting in the promised aid, 

Seek to rank amid the best 
Of the creatures God hath made. 

Bec^mter 19. 

GRATEFUL PRAISE. 

WITH grateful hearts let all the earth 
To heaven glad anthems raise : 
That God to whom they owe their birth 
Let all delight to praise. 

Each day His countless gifts we share 
Each day should songs renew : 

The bounteous Lord who heareth prayer, 
Should hear our praises too. 

O ye who hope to take your parts 

Where hymns celestial flow. 
Far as ye may, prepare your hearts, 

And some sweet notes, below. 

Rejoice in God ! nor less rejoice 

To swell the thankful strain ; 
And still with praise lift up your voice 

Again and yet again ! 

B^cember 20 ♦ 

BURYING THE DEAD "OUT OF SIGHT." 

Gen, xxiiL 4. 

BY nature's law we hide the dead from 
sight 
Whyj if our thoughts within the grave 
should dwell } 
Twere well if some, still darkening their night 
Of sad bereavement^ would essay to telL 
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BREAK OF DAY. 

Then might they ponder more the soul on high, 
And trust more calmly in His loving care, 

Who leaves the body in the dust to lie. 
But never left, nor will, one spirit there. 

My God, Thou art a Spirit, and 'tis sure, 
That is most precious which is likest Thee : 

Keep the dear spirits we have lost, secure. 
And give the beauty 'twill be bliss to see. 

The heavenly forms so far surpassing these, 
The " spiritual " forms, O Father, give. 

Whereof the thought is all too vague to seize ; 
But which — ^blest faith! — ^for evermore shall 
live. 

Bexjember 21. 

BREAK OF DAY. 

ONCE more the mom in beauty breaks: 
Once more the world from slumber 
wakes : 
O, wake, my heart, my voice, my mind ! 
God'would I praise, and bless mankind ! 

Accept my praise, Great Source of good ! 
And fill my soul with gratitude. 
That now, to sow for heaven, new-bom, 
I greet with joy this opening morn. 

And give me grace, Lord, through this day, 
With Truth, with Thee, to hold my way ; 
To shun the wrong, to observe the right, 
And walk 'midst men, a child of Light. 

282 



A LESSON FROM CHILDHOOD. 

Then, when the last great mom shall break, 
And bid Thy saints to rapture wake, 
O, grant me with the hosts above. 
To swell the eternal songs of love. 

A LESSON FROM CHILDHOOD. 

WHY is the heart of manhood sad, 
And care upon his brow. 
While yonder children frolic glad 
As birds upon the bough ? 

Man seldom in the present lives ; 

His spirit roves away 
To what the past or future gives 

To overcloud to-day. 

Yon laughing children see the sun 

Above them now is bright ; 
And are the while content to run 

And gambol in his light. 

They will not make a doubtful ill 
Through fear a certain one ; 

And those young hearts with sadness fill 
Where God hath planted none. 

But each glad little one reveals 

A remedy for sorrows ; 
He takes to-day, and never steals 

From yesterdays or morrows. 

Ye elders, learn : rejoice to-day 

In what to-day supplies ; 
Past ills are gone : to-morrow may 

Translate you to the skies. 
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UFE THE GIFT OF GOD. 

Bdcembar 23. 

ROYAL LIBERTY. 

THE soul, though in a house of clay, 
There as a king should dwell ; 
Each passion should its will obey. 
No single thought rebel 

Itself should aye to God submit. 
Nor dare to break His bound ; 

But count the body ruling it 
Were slavery profound. 

O Christian, always watch and pray 

Thus to be great and free ; 
And God Himself shall every day 

Look down well pleased on thee. 

LIFE THE GIFT OF GOD. 

LIFE, O Father, is from Thee : 
All is good that Thou dost give : 
Till the boon recalled I see, 
I will thank Thee that I live. 

Here I may grow ripe for heaven ; 

Grow in trust, and hope, and love ; 
Here partake sweet foretastes given 

Of the joys past thought above. 

Ties are here, too, hard to break, 
Till Thy righteous will decree, 

As for the green leaf to take 

Flight spontaneous from the tree. 
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THE BIRTH OF CHRIST. 

But, Thou God of Love, draw near ; 

Gently say — Tis time to die ; 
And that whisper shall be dear 

As the raptures of the sky. 

Bleuamtxet 25. 

BIRTH OF CHRIST. 

" Unto you is born this day in the city of David, a 
Saviour, which is Christ the Lord." — Luke ii. ii. 

BRING the glossy branch, unfading 
In the wintry time ; 
Bright with crimson berries, aiding 

Grateful hearts to climb 
To that God whose wondrous hand, 
While the forests leafless stand, 
Decks with living gems a land 
Glad with joy sublime ! 

Jesus, from the skies descending. 

Lies a Babe on earth ! 
Angels, o'er his rude couch bending, 

Hail the wondrous birth ! 
Lo ! the watchful shepherds hear 
Sounds of joy with holy fear; 
Haste to gaze — then far and near 

Spread the tidings forth. 

'Tis to open sweet communion 

'Twixt the earth and skies ; 
'Tis to bind all hearts in union 

Christ an Infant lies ! 
Gaze upon that placid brow, 
And, while ye admiring bow, 
Holy Love to cherish vow, 

Till all discord dies. 
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CALL TO UNIVERSAL PRAISE. 

Soi^s of grateful adoration 

Sing, rejoicing sii^ ! 
Praise aloud for the salvation 

Jesus comes to bring ! 
Soon those Infant lips shall tell 
Truth, which whoso ponders well. 
And believes, for aye shall dwell 

With our God and King. 

O, let every heart adore Him ! 

Peace and love o'erflow ! 
Anger, hatred, sink before Him 

To your depths below! 
Be no sound beneath the sky, 
Be no glance from mortal eye. 
Be no thought, no feeling nigh. 

Brethren should not know.* 
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CALL TO UNIVERSAL PRAISE. 

ING, ye seraphs in the sky; 



Let your loftiest praises flow; 
Swell the song with raptures high, 
AH ye sons of men below. 

With one soul, one heart, one voice, 
Heaven and earth alike we call 

In His praises to rejoice, 
Who is past the praise of all. 

Night and day His goodness tell: 

Earth, and sun, and moon, and star, 
Winds and waves that sink and swell. 

Ceaseless spread His fame afar. 

a — ■ ■ 

* See also " Chief Seasons/' at the end of this volume. 
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LOVE AND FEAR. 



Every living thing His hands, 

Which first made, sustain, supply : 

Wide o'er all His love expands 
As the vast embracing sky. 

Sin, which strove that love to quell. 
Woke yet more its wondrous blaze; 

Eden, Bethlehemj Calvary, tell, 
More than all beside. His praise. 

Sing, ye seraphs, in the sky; 

Let your loftiest pi:aises flow; 
Swell the song with raptures high, 

All ye sons of men below. 

'Bztzxabzv 27. 

LOVE AND FEAR. 

FATHER of all, enthroned above ! 
May I to Thee with filial love. 
In Christ, my Lord, draw near .? 
I come, Thou Great, Thou Holy God ! 
Whom earth nor heaven can duly laud, 
I come, with love and fear ! 

O, make my love the child's that knows 
The sweetness of secure repose 

Upon a father's breast ; 
My fear, the feeling pure and deep 
That prompts him watchfully to keep 

Meet for that place of rest 

Nor spare Thy grace that both may grow 
Within me day by day below ; 

Then, grant me to adore 
Thee, God and Father, face to face, 
Where love, in her own native place, 

Reveres for evermore. 
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THE FALL OF THE OAK. 

THE FALL OF THE OAK. 

THE woodman lifts his axe on high, 
And strikes the giant oak ; 
While Echo, as she watcheth nigh, 
Laughs at the puny stroke. 

The lifted axe descends again : 

Again, in rocky cell, 
The merry maiden laughs — and then 

Flies laughing through the dell. 

And still, as every blow descends, 

Her joyous note is heard, 
And sweetly with the warbling blends 

Of streamlet and of bird. 

Ah ! wherefore laughs the maiden so ? 

She deems the woodman's stroke 
Is idle as an infant's blow 

Against the giant oak. 

For that old oak hath borne the storm 
Through many changeful years ; 

And still his venerable form 
In steadfast might uprears. 

He seemeth, too, with sullen pride 
To bear the woodman's blow; 

And as his arms, outstretching wide. 
Could crush the feeble foe. 

But wider, deeper, grows the wound 
The strokes resounding make ; 

And white it gleams the trunk around. 
And the light branches shake. 

288 



THE FALL OF THE OAK. 



Then, on one gaping side alone 

The certain axe descends, 
Until the woodman, weary grown. 

His pitiless work suspends. 

Awhile he stands, and fetches breath, 

And wipes his dewy brow ; 
And Echo, too, is still as death : 

She seems appallM now ! 

The little birds have hushed their song 

Around the solemn scene ; 
And, hidden the green brakes among. 

Do marvel much, I ween. 

All, all is still ! Then from his work 

An upward gazing eye 
The woodman turns, wherein doth lurk 

The- pride of victory. 

He looks, that he may judge aright 
Where next the blows should be, 

That from his arm of gathering might 
Shall fell the doomed tree. 

'Tis done : the swift strokes fall again 

Deep in the wound around : , 
The leaf-crowned monarch leans — and then 

Falls crashing to the ground. 

Ah ! dread the sound, and sad the sight ! 

And yet, crushed, broken tree, 
One thought shall cheer : no child of night 

Shall make a god from thee. 

No ! go to serve far nobler use : 

While dies thy hidden root. 
In human hearts for heaven produce 

Earth^s fairest living fruit. 
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JOY COMETH IN THE MORNING. 

Teach man to bless the love that yields 

Earth, sea, and azure dome ; 
And thee, through life to adorn his fields ; 

Then — ^build, grace, cheer his home. 

Betembar 29. 

IMMORTAL LOVK 

THE gift all other gifts above. 
Shall not be lost in death ; 
Too strong, too great, is holy love 
To fail with failing breath. 

The light divine, that seems to die. 

But sets to rise at mom ; 
The life, all quenched to mortal eye. 

Becomes but life new-bom. 

Our first birth wakes a note of pain. 

The next a thankful song. 
The last and best a rapturous strain 

'Mid heaven's immortal throng. 

O Fount of Life ! O Quickening Breath ! 

Still in our souls abide : 
Then love shall chase the fear of death. 

And every fear beside. 

'B^tzxabzv 80. 

JOY COMETH IN THE MORNING. 

BETTER is a night of sadness, 
Which the morning shall illume, 
Than the brightest day of gladness 
Issuing in utter gloom. 
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Christian, God is yet above thee, 
Though He hide His face awhile ; 

He and circling seraphs love thee, 
Though invisible their smile. 

Haply, too, life's darksome billow 
Sometimes shows a silver gleam ; 

And thy harp upon the willow 
' Hangs beside a pleasant stream. 

Weary labourer, though thou weepest, 
Sow thy seed, and praise, and pray : 

In the bright mom, when thou reapest. 
Thou shalt bless the changeful day. 



THE CLOSING YEAR. 

FROM day to day, from hour to hour, 
Through all this closing year, 
Thy gifts, O Grod, in copious shower 
Have served and blessed me here. 

Now, Father, grant my heart may swell 

With gratitude and love ; 
Nor less my tongue delight to tell 

What goodness reigns above. 

And hear, O, hear once more my prayer. 

That still, as time shall flow, 
The love my thankful songs declare 

My righteous life may show. 
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THE CLOSING YEAR. 

By Thy Good Spirit make me pure ; 

Forgive, O God, the past ; 
Keep me through future years secure. 

And then take home at last. 

Through future years ? O, rather. Lord, 

If such Thy will, I pray ; 
And, shouldst Thou here but hours accord, 

O, take me home to-day! 



29a 



CHIEF SEASONS 

OF 

THE CHRISTIAN CHURCH, 



CHIEF SEASONS 
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JhE j^HRI^TIAN jillHUF^CH. 



JOY AND LOVE. 

LINKED in the bond of peace, 
^ Let all with sacred mirth 
Lift up one song of praise and love, 
While pondering Jesu's birth. 

From age to age this day 
Hath blest unnumbered hearts ; 
And still its light shall wake fresh hope, 
Till all we mourn departs. 

Our fathers hailed its dawn 
With praise to God above ; 
And some recalled the Babe Divine, 
With freshly fervent, love. 
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BIRTH OF CHRIST. 



And love, rekindled thus, 
Was fraught with good profound ; 
The festal day knit heart to heart. 
And spread pure joys around. 

Alas ! too oft 'twas stained 
With evils, and is still ! 
But O ! let us hold fast the good. 
And hate and shun the ill. 

Let all to-day be peace, 
And love, and holy joy ; 
And earth's sad needs by kindly deeds 
To abate, our blest employ. 



BIRTH OF CHRIST. 

BORN to bless us, born to save ! 
Praise His name with joyful breath ! 
Sing through life, nor fear the grave ! 
Jesus lives to conquer death ! 

Every birth is changed from hence ; 

Each may take a pathway bright. 
Reaching soon the tomb, but thence 

Issuing in unfading light. 

Humblest cradles now shall show, 

Clearly show to loving eyes, 
Oft while tears of rapture flow. 

Flowerets born for Paradise. 

Parents now shall sink to rest. 
Hoping soon to clasp in heaven, 

Lovely as a seraph blest. 

Every child whom God hath given. 
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THE SUFFERING SAVIOUR. 

Parents, children, young and old, 
If but strong in faith and love, 

Shall, with gratitude untold. 
Oft foretaste the joys above. 

Lowly Babe of Bethlehem ! 

Glorious Lord of Life and Light ! 
Humble Branch of Jesse's stem ! 

God ! Thy grace is infinite !* 



f^txtxd Friday* 

THE SUFFERING SAVIOUR. 

HEAVY and dark the clouds o'erhung 
Thy languid, agonized gaze. 
Whom circling seraphs oft had strung 
Their harps to praise ! 

Around Thee were the impious jest. 

And laugh, and taunt, and look of scorn ; 
Above, a God whose smile had blest, 
But left forlorn ! 

And didst Thou meekly yield Thy breath 

In such dread loneliness for me ? 
Die, that I might not taste of death. 
But live with Thee ? 

Didst Thou endure that God should hide 

His face from Thee a little while. 
That I might evermore abide 
Beneath His smile? 

* See also Dec. 25, p. 285. 
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CHRIST RISEN. 

O Saviour ! one more boon alone 

Vouchsafe now Thou art gone above ; 
This heart make utterly Thine own, 
And fill with love ! 

THE CROSS. 

WEAK, to suffer ; strong, to save ! 
Lo, on the amazing Cross 
Jesus triumphs o*er the grave, 
And retrieves each human loss ! 

Pardon there is won for crime. 
Peace for bosoms torn with strife. 

For the mourner joys sublime, 
For the dying blissful life!^ 

Life, eternal as the Throne 

Of the everlasting God, 
Now is each believer's own. 

Through the atoning precious blood. 

O, how strong is love Divine ! 

Human praise how poor and weak ! 
Lord, our hearts, our souls are Thine : 

Let adoring silence speak!* 

Easter Ba^j. 

CHRIST RISEN. 

AWAKE, arise, and sing! 
Lift up both heart and voice ! 
The Lord is risen ! the Lord is King ! 
Let heaven and earth rejoice ! 



* See also pp. 56, 63, 206, 232. 
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In vain the Cross, the Grave, 
To triumph over Him : 
He died to conquer, lives to save : 
Raise high the rapturous hymn ! 

Now, Death, thy sting is gone ; 
Yea, changed to good sublime ; 
Fresh thoughts awake, bright glories dawn 
Beyond the shores of time. 

Immortal hopes are ours ; 
Our brief, light sorrows die ; 
Deep in the soul we feel new powers 
Expanding for the sky. 

There would we ever gaze 
On Him whom here we know ; 
And there His name for ever praise. 
To whom all good we owe. 

O, sing ! adoring sing ! 
Lift up both heart and voice ! 
The Lord is risen ! the Lord is King ! 
Let heaven and earth rejoice! * 



THE ASCENSION. 

ASCEND, victorious Lord ! 
No more to grieve and die : 
And strike, ye seraphs, every chord 
Of sweetest minstrelsy ! 

* See also pp. 172, 184, 196. 
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ASCEND, TRIUMPHANT LORD. 

Tell of His lowly life ; 
His suffering, dying love ; 
His finished work of mortal strife ; 
And hail your God above ! 

No theme that ever woke 
Your praise in fields of bliss. 
No light of love that ever broke 
Even there, can equal this. 

O, crown Him King of kings ! 
Exalt the Mighty God ! 
Till Heaven's wide realm with rapture rings. 
To spread His fame abroad ! 

Ye will behold His love, 
And power, and skill prepare 
Bright mansions for His saints above, 
And ye shall praise Him there. 

We, who on earth remain. 
Will hold His memory dear, 
Will wait His blest return to reign. 
And we will praise Him here. 

ASCEND, TRIUMPHANT LORD. 

TO Thine own peaceful skies 
Ascend, triumphant Lord ! 
And with Thee let our hearts arise. 
And songs in sweet accord. 

Earth was no place for Thee ; 
No home wherein to dwell ; 
But war's dread field, till victory 
Was won o'er Death and HeU. 
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THE COMFORTER. 

Ascend, then, Lord of Life ! 
We joy that all is o'er ; 
The griefs, the pangs, the deadly strife ; 
But yet — return once more ! 

We need Thee in the skies. 
To plead for us, and give 
The Light Divine, whence error dies, 
And truth and gladness live. 

We need that Thou shouldst there, 
In that bright, blis$ful sphere. 
The promised homes for us prepare ; 
But, O ! we need Thee here ! 

Dark sorrows still remain ; 
Dire evils scarce decrease : 
Come, then, in Thy good time, to reign ; 
O come. Thou Prince of Peace ! 

Whit Stmdaij. 

THE COMFORTER. 

COME, Holy Spirit, come, 
Mercies revealing ; 
Make every heart Thy home ; 

Quicken its feeling : 
Then shall our songs ascend. 
Breathing glad love, and blend 
With notes that never end, 
Through heaven pealing. 

Come, like the morning light. 

Tranquilly beaming. 
Chasing the shades of night. 

Waking the dreaming : 
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XtVING WATERS. 

So the sweet peace from Thee 
Shall for the spirit free 
Like a calm river be 
Ceaselessly streaming. 

Come, Holy Spirit, come, 

Thou that delightest 
Gladness to give for gloom. 

And all invitest : 
Let every mourner go 
Where healing waters flow. 
And love and pleasure know 

Purest and brightest. 

LIVING WATERS. 

O FATHER, oft from Thee we stray, 
To quench our burning thirst, and 
grieve 
No stream to find, while waters play 
Around the very home we leave. 

Illume our souls, in grace benign. 
Till each discern with grateful eye 

Beneath Thy beams, O Light Divine ! 
The fresh pure waters ever nigh : 

Sweet streams that flow from Zion's hill ; 

And life, and health, and strength impart ; 
Oft wakening songs where grief was still, 

And smiles where suffering wept apart. 

O, may those streams more precious be. 
More prized than in the lonely wild 

The well-spring it was hers to see 
Who wept a fainting, dying child ! 
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PRAISE BY THE SPIRIT. 

PRAISE BY THE SPIRIT. 

'nr^IS sweet in fervent grateful lays 
X To hymn Thy mercies, Lord ; and yet 

How weak must ever be the praise 
Which flows but to increase the debt ! 

Not all Thy countless gifts of love 
Could these our frozen bosoms melt, 

Unless Thy Spirit from above 
Came down to make that bounty felt. 

We need that beams of grace divine 

Should chase the dismal shades of night ; 

We need not less those beams should shine 
To kindle gratitude for light. 

O Lord our God, we hope to soar. 
And with Thine angels chant ; and yet. 

Even there, when we shall praise Thee more. 
Each song will but increase the debt ! * 



* See also pp. 37, 177, 247. 
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Above the streamlet's bend, in this warm nook 
Accept thy condition :. assigned thee in love 
According to Thy mercy, Lord . 
A craving, weak, dependent thing 
A gentle Dove denotes the Love , 
A heart that in its love and joy 
Ah, mournful truth ! that all Uie hours 
Ah ! who shall tell the joy . 
All earthly hopes depart . 
All other wealth will soon depart 
All that moveth me to be • 
Alone ! alone ! Thus evermore 
Alone with Thee ! now teach me, Loid 
Amidst the bowers of Paradise . 
And art thou first to deck the Spring . 
Are there charged with constant ward . 
Art Thou angry? With firm will 
Ascend to the skies on the pinions of love 
Ascend, victorious Lord ! . . , 
As thou wouldst live in peace divine • 
As thy days shall strength be given . 
As thy days thy strength shall be 
As thy habits are, my soul . 
At home, abroad, beware, my soul 
At home, abroad, where'er thou art * 
A voice from out the dawn of time 
A voice of joy, and kindling eye . 
Awake, arise, and sing ! . . . 
Beauty freshly buds in spring 
Be calm, be calm ; a healing balm 
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Behold, thy Maker now 
Be it my joys are but a dream 
Be too busy e'er to brood . 
Better is a night of sadness . 
Be watchful, be sober, be calm 
Boastest thou thy youth and strength 
Bom to bless us, bom to save ! . 
Bright Summer now lights up the skies 
Bring the glossy branch, un£uling 
Buds are bursting into beauty 
By nature's law we hide the dead from sight 
By the sin ^f to-day there is loss to-day 
Calm, confiding, loving, pure 
Calmly take whatever may come . 
Canst thou not breathe glad praise to God 
Choose at all cost the right 
CliooSe the best, saith ancient wisdom 
Christian, be thou content , , 
Christian, wait the mOming 
Come, Holy Spirit, come '. 
Come, Prince of Peace ! let war no more 
Come what may, 'tis best to live 
Conscience softly whispers . 
Covet not, nor fondly prize 
Created to be loved by God 
Creation, Lord, reveals Thy Power . 
Dare to be wisely singular and strange 
Day by day, and year by year . 
Delight thou in the Lord . 
Did the world make me her minion . 
Dimly all high tmth is seen 
Does but a trembling veil divide . 
Does one small voice within thy soul . 
Do scanty secret alms thy heart suffice 
Each hath his burden ; and by grace divine 
Each mystery here is but a part . 
Ere yet Thy hand be on my frame 
Eternal Source bf go6d untold . 
Eternal Source of life and light . 
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Faith alone breathes calm devotion 
Father, for my Saviour's sake 
Father of all, enthroned above ! 
Father, vouchsafe us grace divine 
Father, whene'er. I breathe a prayer . 
Fear not, my soul, the final strife 
Fed with the Bread of Life from heaven 
For all Thy loving-kindness. Lord 
For clearer light, for calmer trust 
Forget not,. as thy soul desires 
Formed to abound in hope and gratitude 
For the conscious love of Thee . 
For what Thou art, all-perfect Lord . 
Freedom from thy grief or care . 
From day to day, from hour to hour . 
From servile, sinful dread . 
From the dust of earth to rise 
From .the still, long gxass around 
Full many a hea^ witji love 
Full many a tear into a smile would change 
God as present eyer see 
God wills, O man, th^t cheerfully 
Great Pather of our race 
Had man been bom for things of sense and time 
Hast thou children ? and for ever 
Hast thou feeble.been from birth ? . 
Hast thou long sought and yearned for aught 
Hath God in His grea,t worjd a part ? . 
Have thy words many comforted 
Heavy and dark ,the clouds o'erhung . 
Help me. Lord, to trust in Thee • 
Help me, Lord, to walk with Thee 
He on whom life's Sup is s|;iining 
He who made best knows the spirit . 
Holiest, holiest ! hearjxen in love 
How blest is he who 4ies the death 
How few can freely use the tongue 
How few that, tender sympathy expecting 
How holy, how happy, how blest 
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How kind our Father's voice 
How little can we penetrate the globe . 
How oft are uttered words . • 
How peaceful and how loving from their prayers 
How peaceful grows the path of life . 
How quickly pass regrets away . 
How rare, how happy, and how wise . 
How slowly, and how silently • 
How soon what now we lightly prize . 
How thy brother may have prayed 
Hurry and eagerness eschew • 
I feel within a fount of love 
If e'er in some assertion strong . 
If e'er thy heart by lack of love • 
If, in the brightness of the day • 
If known by God, by angels in the skies 
If life be oft a troubled flood 
If our faith no comfort yieldeth • 
If peace within, by day, by night 
If small ills grieve and vex thee so • 
If sorrows are not shared by all mankind 
If thou canst look with patient eye , 
If with some creature's failing love 
Illumed within, let all without . 
I look around at seasons on my race . 
I may not chant in the blue dome 
In bonds of holy love • • * . 
In humble faith, my soul,' abide . 
In life's dim frontier journeying as they deem 
In quietness and confidence 
In small things and in great 
In the ocean vast, profound 
Is life to thee a weariness ? . 
Is thy sorrow very great? • 
pthank Thee, Lord, for every night . 
I thank Thee, Lord, for suffering 
I thank Thee, Lord, I bless Thy name 
I thank Thee, Lord, that save in Thee 
It must be borne. O say not so . 
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It were unmeasured bounty, Lord 

I will not mourn my weakness, Lord . 

I will not mourn that I must slowly learn 

I will not ponder on a hidden way 

I would not live alway. 'Tis said in the hour 

Joys await the holy . • • • 

Joys countless as the summer flowers . 

Keep Thou my heart, that it may ne*er 

Know'st Thou well the sufferer's part . 

Let every voice for praise awake • 4 

Let God's good Spirit lead thee on 

Let no hostile hindrance move thee 

Life, O Father, is from Thee 

Life with a loving God . . 

Light be my hold, for ever light « 

Linked in the bond of peace 

Light brightens o*er the narrow way . 

Little suffices thee, small minstrel gay . 

Look up and trust : if all be lost . 

Lord, from Thy throne above • • 

Lord, each murmur past forgive • « 

Lord, I am purposed utterly • • 

Lord, I have a path to tread 

Lord, in Thy presence felt and loved • 

Lord, I thank Thee for creation . 

Lord, I will mark Thy providence 

Lord, I would count each moment Thine 

Lord, I would delight in Thee • 

Lord, I would move among my race • 

Lord of all the worlds on high • 

Lord, send Thy Spint from above 

Lord, Thy word, our brightening treasure 

Lord, to know Thee is to live • 

Lord, what is man, that Thou shouldst look 

Lord, with Thy love my soul illume • 

Lovest thou Truth with heart sincere • 

Love to our God is happiness • 

Love truth, and seek it with resolvM will 

Man in the morning to his work goes forth 
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Man is the gayest and the saddest too 

Man may sow for .fruits of time . 

Man was made to love 

Man was not formed to live alone 

Man with silent voice and lyre . 

Meek Redeemer t calmly bearing 

More light, more life, more love I 

Mom bath brightened slowly 

Mortal, death is gaining on thee . 

Mourner, calmly .wait to-morrow 

Moumest thou that thy love is cold ? 

My Creator, my Redeemer . 

My Father kept me through the night 

My heart is fixed, O God ! . 

My heart, O God, my heart.is fixed 

My soul ere long will little think of thee 

Nearer and nearer Home . 

Needs not he be very holy . 

Never did my heart regret . 

Never, never, O my God . 

Noble are the souls that live 

No evil through the nig^t . 

No friends but God and Death ! 

No man an angel could offend 

No peril past, no grief, no pain 

No will but Thine, my God 

Not in life's busiest day * 

Not like odour from the censer 

Not scantly taught of heaven is he 

Not with a heart resigned alone 

Now no longer of the night . 

O Death ! thou wert not made for man 

O Father, let the beams that fall. 

O Father, oft from Thee we stray 

O God, I bless Thee, for this world so fair 

O God of Hope, of Peace, of Love I 

O God of Hope, Thy grace I need 

O God, to know Thee as a Friend 

O good, which none may measure 
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O grant, my Father, as I rise . • ... . i86 

O lift the voice of song I ' 73 

O marvel common as profound I . . . . .217 

O my spirit, be not faithless 60 

On all Thy creatures glad and free .... 270 
Once more alone ! alone with Thee ! . . . '55 
Once more the uiom in beauty brealcs .... 282 

One family through grace divine 5 

One on whom the soul may pour .... 263 

One path of peace alone 29 

One stage at least the soul hath won .... 228 
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On this fair earth, O mortals 1 10 
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Our sweetest treasure here below • . . .108 
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Seek yet more and prize 264 
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Sons of men, awake and sing !..»•• 105 

Still conquered, strive again 181 

StiU delight thyself in God 166 

Still is the heaven of Thy love 65 

Strange, that man, who findeth life ... . 210 

Suffer not thy work to vex thee 272 

Sufficient to tlie day the present ill . • . .120 
Sweet are waters freshly flowing . • . v • 171 
Sweet fellowship with all most pure .... 75 
Sweet herald of the lovely things that be . . .111 
Take life's best hope from human hearts . . . 237 

Take the minutes as they fiedl 142 
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The evening breeze is sighing 201 
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The glorious Gospel frx>m above 166 

The greatest truths best nurture piety .... 254 
The harvest is gathered •••.»• 219 
The heart elated with the joys of time .... 265 

The Lord our God is King .41 

There are some hours, my Saviour, when .... 7 
There are who kindly in their hours of gladness . . 229 
There is a God, who heareth prayer ...» 275 
The shower is past ; and through the vale one song . 103 
The soldier skilled in battle-fields hath learned • • 87 
The soul, though in a house of clay » • • • 284 
The sun goes down ; his beams diffuse . • . 245 
The true-hearted lover of Truth ..••.• 24 
The trustful spirit never fails • • • • •189 
The woodman lifts his axe on high . • • . 288 
This conscious aim, this ceaseless discipline . • 22 

This field, from which, with quivering wing . .162 
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Though autumn winds have swept above • . . 266 
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Though Eden's songs no longer call . 

Thou wouldst not thrust the bird away 

Throughout all worlds there is a present God 

Thy counsels, Lord, by none are searched 

Thy gifts divine, a single eye 

Thy presence, Lord, hath been my stay 

'Tis hard to- rule this frame of dust 

*Tis not one blossom makes a Spring . 

'Tb not the green com waving in the wind 

'Tis sweet in fervent grateful lays 

'Tis sweet on earth to wake at mom . 

To breathe reproach, and harsh and angry grow 

To quit for aye this world of pain 

To serve an end divinely great . 

To Thine own peaoefnl skies 

To walk with Thee ; to trace Thy skill 

Trite is the tmth, and yet . 

Truth and wisdom seek and prize 

'Twere well if all athirst for happiness 

Two classes of our kind well-nigh 

Two temples doth Jehovah prize . 

Unfeigned trust sighs not for change . 

Unhasting, yet unresting 

Until thou covet gold, nor fame . 

Unworthy though I be 

Wait till the dawn be past . 

Wakeful though I lie and restless 

Wake, my spirit, wake and sing . 

Weak, to suffer; strong, to save ! 

We look around upon returning Spring 

Were life one chain .... 

What ear would turn from Philomel . 

Whatever of evil here we must 

Whate*er of good from earth be gone . 

Whate'er perplex, whatever be dark 

Whatever thine outward lot or choice . 

Whate'er thy work in life may be 

What is all in life to me 

What myriads now on earth there be . 
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What power of dread self-torture hath the mind 

What to-day demandeth do . 

What tumultuous tides of life 

When bending o'er the grave of all 

Whence are our thoughts full oft we cannot tell 

When comes the tempter, may mine eye 

Whene'er at early mom I hear , 

When faintly flows the stream of life . 

AVhen life's brief day is drawing to its close 

AVhen Love divine within us glows 

When shrouding darkness passed away 

When sweetly blooms the woodland flower 

When the dull frame, suffering sore . 

When the soft dews from Heaven have laid 

Which moves more quickly? Throat or wings ? 

AMiile from place to place I rove 

Who often in his folly speaks 

Who oflen styles his life below • . • 

Who pleasure makes his chief pursuit . 

Who scorns the daisy of the field 

Why comes this fragrance on the summer breeze 

Why is the heart of manhood sad 

Why shouldst not thou, ev'n thou 

Willing to content the people 

With grateful hearts let all the earth . 

With heart and soul, O Lord my God' 

Without some noble aim .... 

With some faults that vex thee oft 

With Thee, Lord, will I walk by day 

With well-weighed silent lines, and quiet breath 

Work earnestly, work ceaselessly 

Worthy though the spirit he . . . 

Wouldst thou quite forgive thy brother 

Ye who have lost the partner of your bosom 
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